A Glimpse into Devotional Life at 
340 West 55th Street 
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The Hare Krishna Building - Manhattan, New York City 


Sep 03, 2015 — NEW YORK (SUN) — Part One. 
INTRODUCTION 


Hare Krsna! The following may be considered a "worm's-eye" view of devotional life 
at the maha-temple in Manhattan, New York City. It is told from the perspective of a 
neophyte devotee who never achieved any important or elevated position within the 
International Society For Krishna Consciousness. 


He was never any good at book distribution, or preaching, or learning sastra, or 
cooking or giving class or leading kirtana or even chanting the holy names - HARE 
KRSNA HARE KRSNA KRSNA KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA 
RAMA HARE HARE. 


He was a resident of the Hare Krishna Building, 340 West 55th Street, New York, 
New York, 10019, during the years of 1978 and 1979. There were many other 
devotees who lived there before he moved in and after he moved out, and who had 
much more success in ISKCON and made much more advancement in devotional life. 


What value is there, then, in hearing from someone fallen and insignificant? 
He was there. 


He has a desire to please the Vaisnavas and Srila Prabhupada and Their Lordships Sri 
Sri Radha Govinda by telling the truth about his hopefully Krsna conscious pastimes 
before he no longer resides in his present material body. 


The Deities of Sri Sri Radha Govinda; Sri Sri Gaura Nitai; Sri Jagannatha, Sri 
Baladeva and Lady Subhadra; and Sri Nathji all can attest to the facts. Their 
Lordships all witnessed him rising early every day and attending the morning 
program and in the evenings attending the evening programs. They saw him 
attempting every day to serve the devotees and Srila Prabhupada and Their 
Lordships. They saw how his life changed for the better, how his eyes were opened 
and his heart cleansed, by the process of sadhana bhakti, also known as Krsna 
consciousness. 


In this humble presentation he hopes to inspire just one devotee, just one sincere 
soul that resided at that place of pilgrimage, to write something of their experiences. 
There were hundreds of Vaisnavas that lived and served and chanted and danced 
and feasted in that great temple. Their pastimes are not only desired but, in the 
most humble manner possible, they are demanded. They must be passed on to the 
new generation of ISKCON devotees before they are lost. So many of the second and 
third generations have no idea of the immense magnitude of devotional service 
performed there - the truckloads of books distributed, the thousands of ecstatic 
kirtanas held, the many incredible prasadam feasts honored and the multitude of 
devotees made. 


Volumes may be written in description of the transcendental happenings at this once 
vibrant center of spiritual activities in loving service to His Divine Grace A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Swami Srila Prabhupada and Their Lordships Sri Sri Radha Govinda. 


You will find here only a glimpse, a brief description, a faint impression of those 
memorable times. It is feared that we all may have to wait for some time for a full 
accounting from the rea/ devotees that at one time called 340 West 55th Street their 
home. It is hoped that that is not the case. Let us pray to Sri Sri Radha Govinda that 
the wait is not so long. For the time being, this paltry narrative will have to suffice. 


FIRST IMPRESSIONS 


The first time I visited a Hare Krsna center was in the beginning of 1978. A small 
group of friends convinced me to accompany them to the temple on 55th Street in 
Manhattan. We took the Manhattan bound L Train from Ridgewood to 8th Avenue 
and changed to the uptown A Train, and rode that to 59th Street. A short walk of 
four city blocks downtown on 8th Avenue and a right turn on 55th Street and half 
way up the block, and we were there. The building was located on the south side of 
the street. A very large vertical line of golden letters on the side of the building 
spelled out the words HARE KRISHNA. Below those transcendental words there was a 
yellow awning over the entrance doors with the words HARE KRISHNA CENTER. 


At the entrance I hesitated for a brief moment. What I remember most, the very first 
and most lasting impression, was the lovely aroma permeating the entire 
atmosphere outside of the building. I did not know it then but it was the combination 
of incense and prasadam which immediately attracted me and made me want to 
enter and find out what smelled so good. 


Lounge area on way to Temple Room 


Once inside, the first place my friends and I visited was Govinda's Boutique, which 
was located just to the right of the entrance doors. Kapindra dasa prabhu was in 
charge of the store and he introduced himself to me. From that moment on until the 
moment I walked out of the store, the prabhu preached to me non-stop. He sold me 
the book Perfect Questions, Perfect Answers and a box of first class incense. He was 
very friendly and not a pushy salesman, and I left the store satisfied with my 
purchases even though I had no intention beforehand of buying anything. I didn't 
even know there would be a store inside of a temple. 


Our next stop was the temple room. I removed my shoes and entered and bowed 
down following the example of my friends. There was a fire sacrifice taking place on 
one side of the temple room. Adi Kesava prabhu (Swami at the time) was officiating. 
I thought he was a young boy and was surprised that such a young American child 
could be speaking fluently in a language (Sanskrit) which I had never heard before 
and pouring liquids and tossing grains on the fire in the center of a roped-off area, 
and was actually in charge of the whole affair. 


Even though everything about it was so foreign to me I had the distinct feeling of 
familiarity as if I had seen all this before, although I had never seen anything like it 
in this lifetime, and in my heart and soul I felt that I had finally come home. It all 
seemed so natural and it was that quick that I wanted to be a part of this, whatever 
this was. 


Then there was singing and dancing (kirtana) and weird looking drums (mridangas) 
and little hand cymbals were being played. I was given a pair of the little cymbals 
(karatalas) and I could not keep the beat. A simple 1-2-3 beat and I could not get it 
right. How pitiful and spastic. I don't recall anything about the Deities on that first 
night and I apologize to Their Lordships. I do remember that in front of each of the 
Deities there was a male devotee standing on the side and facing the audience as a 
security measure in case someone tried to climb onto the altar. 


Lord Jagannatha, Lord Baladeva & Lady Subhadra 


After the kirtana there might have been a lecture, but I don't recall that at all. I do 
remember taking prasadam. There was a large room upstairs and we sat on the floor 
and ate. One devotee came and sat next to me and asked my name. I told him my 
name and I asked him for his name, and he told me to just call him Jack. We had a 
very nice conversation and he was also not a pushy type of salesman. We just 
conversed pleasantly about life in general and Krsna and devotional life. I was left 
with a positive impression about temple life. His initiated name was Jada Bharat dasa, 
my future god-brother. 


Some things I heard while honoring prasadam - a devotee sitting nearby and 
preaching rather strongly to a small group. There was spicy hot coconut chutney 
which burned the lips. It burned my lips. When one of the guests mentioned to him 
that his lips were burning he explained that was because of the sinful activities of the 
guest. Another devotee entered the room and was speaking to another devotee. He 
had just returned from his first pilgrimage to India. He appeared very blissful as he 
described the beautiful peacocks, the numerous temples, and the streets full of 
devotees in dhoti and sari chanting the holy names - HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA 
KRSNA KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE. 


BECOMING A REGULAR 


When I got back to my apartment that night I was a changed person. I started 
waking early in the morning and chanting the Holy Names. I wasn't chanting 16 
rounds but I was chanting. My room had east facing windows and every morning I 
would watch the sunrise. I was writing poetry every day. I was a sort of hippie in 
those days - long hair, beard, marijuana, rock and roll music and so on. I was also 
into sports and health. I rode my bicycle everywhere. I played basketball on a daily 
basis. I was practicing a little hatha yoga. 


Bhakta John, 1978 


Every Sunday I attended the free love feast at the Manhattan temple. At first I went 
with a small group of friends but after a few weeks I was going alone. I never 
thought about not going. It became an important part of my life. I didn't know it, but 
I was being purified by engaging all my senses in serving Krsna by smelling the 
incense, seeing the Vaisnavas and the Deities, hearing the Holy Names, and tasting 
the prasadam. 


I would always stop in at Govinda's Boutique and purchase a book and some incense. 
I purchased an orange t-shirt with Krsna's three-fold bending form known as 
Syamasundara holding a flute, with the word "Govinda" printed on it. I also 
purchased another orange t-shirt with Lord Jagannatha, Lord Baladeva and Lady 
Subhadra on the front with the words "Jai Jagannatha" printed on it. I would wear 
one or the other every time I visited the temple. 


As my spiritual life was progressing my material life was changing. The people that I 
was living with were not appreciative of my new spiritual leanings and were really 
demonic, if you get right down to it. They were of the opinion that they already knew 
everything there is to know. I had to move out after they began stealing from me. I 
also lost my girlfriend, even though she was one of my friends that had convinced 
me to go to the temple in the first place. 


Every Sunday I would attend the kirtana and lecture and then stand in line for the 
prasadam. One evening as I was standing and waiting in line and wearing my 
Govinda t-shirt, a devotee approached me and invited me to accompany him to a 
special room where I could take prasadam with a group of devotees. I followed him 
and he brought me to a room filled with devotees preaching to guests while taking 
prasadam. 


All the Vaisnavas with dhoti and shaved head and sikha and tilaka sat on one side of 
the room and the guests sat on the other side facing the devotees. I sat down with 
my plate and observed and listened. I remember some of the devotees, all disciples 
of Srila Prabhupada, who were there: Praghosa dasa, Laxmi-Nrsimha dasa and Visnu 
Gada dasa. They were all enthusiastically preaching non-stop to the guests. 


When I finished my plate of prasadam the devotee who had brought me there, 
Adhoksaja dasa, invited me to accompany him to another "special" room to hear 
from another devotee. He brought me upstairs to a small office where I met 
Niranjana dasa (now Swami). He spoke with me for a long time and basically 
defeated every argument that I had about not staying in the temple overnight. So I 
stayed. 


To be continued. 
(Next installment — PART TWO, MOVING IN) 
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MOVING IN 


I do not recall many details of that first evening. It was late at night when I finally gave in 
to Niranjana's many reasonable and convincing assertions that I should spend the night in 
the temple. I do not recall where I took rest or what time I awoke. I attended mangala- 
arati and greeting of the deities and honored breakfast and lunch prasadam with the 
temple residents. 


As previously mentioned, I stayed on a Sunday night, and at the end of Monday 
Niranjana again persuaded me to stay overnight. And Tuesday. And Wednesday. It was a 
very natural lifestyle transformation for me personally. I never thought I was becoming a 
vegetarian or a yogi or that I was giving up this or that. I enjoyed everything I was doing 
and didn't think twice about leaving. I wanted to stay. But I was still attached to my long 
hair and material lifestyle and I still had an apartment and a job and I had to make up my 
mind to give them up. 


On Friday of that same week I traveled to my job in Queens with Niranjana and collected 
my last paycheck. We then went to my apartment with a small group of brahmacharis and 
cleaned out my material possessions. I had been working in lumber yards and factories 


and so had accumulated many hand tools and electric tools and maintenance supplies and 
we packed them into a temple van. I donated my last check and all of my tools and 
hardware and all the rest of my meager belongings to the temple. 

While we were in the midst of all this activity, my elder brother Lawrence arrived 
unexpectedly. I used to exercise with weights at home on a regular basis and he would 
always say he would like to come over and work out with me which he never did. He 
chose the perfect day to come for his first workout. Needless to say he was somewhat 
taken aback to find a small parade of Hare Krsnas, with shaved heads and saffron robes, 
walking up and down the stairs from my second floor residence carrying all my personal 
property and loading everything into an orange van parked in front of the building. I 
spoke with him and he was very understanding since he knew of my recent association 
with the devotees and we hugged and he went home. After the last of my material 
possessions were taken out and loaded into the van I went to my new home and began a 
new life. 


When I moved in I shared a room with a small group of fellow bhaktas. There was bhakta 
Raoul, bhakta Mitch, bhakta Al, bhakta John and myself - also bhakta John. I was a bit 
taller than the other bhakta John so I was called bhakta maha John to distinguish between 
us. 


Now that I was a bona fide resident of the temple it was time to shave up. During my first 
week I had received a complaint about my hair clogging the drains in the communal 
shower from a very tall brahmachari named Visva Murti dasa. I was taking lunch 
prasadam one afternoon and Jaya Prabhupada dasa was standing nearby and looking at 
my long hair. He sarcastically remarked "Oh, to be a hippy." I guess they did not 
appreciate the stool mop on top of my head. Damodara prabhu did the honors with an 
electric buzzer and I shaved up. 


Now I could wear a dhoti. I was not allowed to wear a dhoti until I shaved my head. I was 
given a few dhotis and kirtas and after some instruction I wore a dhoti for the first time. 
Attending the morning program for the first ttme with shaved head and sikha and dhoti 
and kirta was very different from the previous mornings in jeans and t-shirt and long hair. 
Then I did not feel as if I belonged and I stood out like a sore thumb or a duck among 
swans. It was also completely different from the Sunday Love Feast kirtanas that I had 
attended before moving in. At the Sunday kirtanas the majority of the persons were 
dressed in typical western dress and the minority wore dhoti and sari. Although everyone 
present was a devotee not everyone was dressed like one. The atmosphere was just 
different. 


That first mangala-arati, when I wore dhoti and tilaka, was like an initiation into 
something out of this world and yet so natural and normal. The chanting and dancing for 
Sri Sri Radha Govinda and Sri Sri Gaura Nitai and Their Lordships Jagannatha, Baladeva 
and Lady Subhadra was especially enlivening for me because, as I have mentioned before 
about my very first time in the temple, I felt that, although I wasn't conscious of the fact 
that I was spiritually homeless, or that I was subconsciously searching for my home, the 
place where I truly belonged, being in the association of a hundred or so Vaisnavas in 


dhotis and saris enthusiastically worshipping Srila Prabhupada and Sri Krsna in the 
temple room early in the morning awoke something very sublime inside of me. It was a 
physical and emotional and spiritual feeling that I had not experienced before in this 
lifetime. It may have been the ecstasy of experiencing a higher taste but I don't really 
know. I don't presume to know what it is to experience spiritual ecstasy. I just knew that I 
didn't want this new overwhelming ecstatic feeling I was experiencing to end. It was very 
enlivening but also very humbling. Enlivening to encounter this sort of all-consuming 
instantaneous happiness from such a simple activity and humbling to realize that I had 
wasted so many years of my life in ignorant tasteless material pursuits when I could have 
been doing this. 


I wanted to learn not only how to dress like a Hare Krsna devotee but how to live the life 
of a sadhaka. 


(To be continued... Next installment - THE BHAKTA PROGRAM AND ASHRAM LIFE) 
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Jan 09, 2016 — NEW YORK (SUN) — Part Three. 
THE BHAKTA PROGRAM AND ASHRAMA LIFE 


Located on the northeast end of the sixth floor of 340 West 55th Street was the 
Bhakta Program. There, new recruits to the International Society for Krishna 
Consciousness were given training in the basics of bhakti yoga and ashrama life. 
Niranjana dasa was in charge and he was ably assisted by Damodara dasa and 
Adhoksaja dasa. 


In the Bhakta Program we were taught the basics of sadhana or the process of 
awakening our dormant Krsna consciousness. By nature we are all Krsna conscious. 
Due to illusion (maya) we are forgetful of our constitutional position as servant of 
Krsna. 


We were taught how and why to properly chant Hare Krsna on japa beads, 16 being 
the minimum number of rounds or 1,728 maha-mantras, to precede each round of 
108 maha-mantras with the Panca-tattva maha-mantra for the mercy of Lord 
Chaitanya and His associates, and to pronounce each syllable clearly and distinctly 
with feeling and attention. The maha-mantra is the sweetest of all sweet things and 
the most auspicious of all auspicious things. 


We were taught how to mark our bodies with tilaka and the mantras to chant before 
applying tilaka and while applying tilaka. We were taught how to make and wear 
caupins (brahminical underwear) and how to wear a dhoti. We learned the 
importance of rising early in the morning and once awake, to offer prostrate 
obeisances to Srila Prabhupada and Sri Sri Radha Govinda. We learned the four 
regulative principles - no meat eating, (no consumption of meat, fish, eggs or 
poultry), no illicit sex, no intoxication and no gambling. We were taught the basics of 
Guru, Sadhu and Sastra and the necessity of hearing from advanced devotees, how 
to properly associate with devotees and how to serve the devotees. We were taught 
how and why to offer our foodstuffs (bhoga) to Krsna, what was offerable and what 
was not, and how to honor the offered foodstuffs (prasadam), and the importance of 
attending the daily program, morning and evening, in the temple. 


Generally speaking it was all about love and devotion as opposed to lust and 
commotion. Always remember Krsna and never forget Him. We learned cleanliness 
both internal and external. 


Most importantly we learned how His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami gave 
us this divine process of bhakti yoga. Srila Prabhupada and Sri Sri Radha Govinda 
were the center of all activities. As a matter of fact, because everything, and I mean 
EVERYTHING, was Srila Prabhupada said this and Srila Prabhupada said that, and 
Srila Prabhupada did this and Srila Prabhupada did that, and only Srila Prabhupada's 
original unchanged books, the same books that are the foundation ISKCON is built 
upon, were read and studied and quoted and everything was - 


Prabhupada... Prabhupada... Prabhupada... Jaya Prabhupada 


- that for the first few months that I lived in the temple I was not even aware that 
His Divine Grace was no longer physically present. I had no reason to inquire nor 
was I told. That is how cent per cent all devotional activities at 340 West 55th Street 
were still lovingly inspired by and lovingly centered on and lovingly based upon the 
example and teaching of the Founder-Acharya of ISKCON. 


SRILA PRABHUPADA KI JAYA! 


The Bhakta Program was a miniature spiritual world unto itself. The bhaktas in the 
program were kept separate and isolated from the general populace of the temple in 
some ways, but for the most part we participated in the temple activities with the 
rest of the devotees. 


In the mornings we would rise early and take a cold shower and apply tilaka and 
dress in clean devotional attire and attend the morning program in the temple room 
with all the devotees. After Mangala-arati, Prema-dhvani, Nrsimha prayers, and 
Tulasi-arati the matajis would leave the temple room to chant japa upstairs. The 
majority of the male devotees would chant japa in the temple room. At that time the 
overwhelming majority were brahmacaris and direct disciples of Srila Prabhupada. 


Some would sit yogi style, some would stand and some would walk in circles around 
the temple room - all chanting the holy names - HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA KRSNA 
KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE - on japa 
beads. I would be one of those walking in circles or standing on the side. If I sat 
down I would have fallen asleep. 


I would try to hear the mantras as I chanted but my mind would inevitably wander 
off somewhere. On the surface it is just so many metaphysical syllables that you are 
pronouncing and hearing. That is on the surface. In order to make advancement in 
Krsna consciousness you must go deeper, much deeper. Krsna consciousness is an 
ocean of bliss, an ocean of nectar. You cannot experience the full purifying effect by 
just dipping your toe into that ocean. You must dive in. 


As it says in the Gita - the mind can be obstinate and difficult to control. I would 
hear what I was chanting for a few minutes, attempting to follow the example of 
those around me to purify myself with the spiritual sound vibrations, and then 
without consciously being aware of it, my mind would think this and that and the 
other thing and make so many plans and remember so many mundane activities 
from the past and before I knew it I wasn't hearing Hare, Krsna or Rama anymore. I 
had to constantly bring my rascal mind back from its nonsense meanderings. I still 
do. 


I would observe the devotees all around me as they chanted. Some were chanting so 
intensely it appeared that nothing could break their concentration or attention to 
their personal anti-material sound vibrations. Some devotees would stop chanting 
every so often and have brief friendly Krsna conscious conversations with their god- 
brothers, sharing their realizations, and then continue chanting. Others had 
Bhagavad-gitas or Bhagavatams or Chaitanya-caritamrtas and would take 
momentary breaks and read from Srila Prabhupada's books for inspiration and then 
return to chanting. 


It was enlivening and encouraging for a neophyte, like me, to be in the midst of so 
many nice devotees during the auspicious brahma-muhurta hours of the early 
morning, before sunrise, chanting the Holy Names. It was like being inside of a 
transcendental beehive, surrounded on all sides by devotional buzzing bees engaged 
in producing honeycombs composed of spiritual sound vibration, the whole 
atmosphere humming with the Holy Names of Hare, Krsna and Rama. It was a 
spiritually surcharged way to start the day. The sound of the maha-mantra from the 
congregational kirtana, the kirtanas will be discussed in depth later, and japa would 
reverberate in my consciousness all day long. I would take rest in the evening 
anxious to rise early the next day to once again participate in the nectar of bhakti 
rasa. 


In my fervor to rise as early as possible every morning and be one of the first in the 
communal shower and dress and start on my sixteen rounds and be in the temple 


room before Mangala-arati, I was committing an offense to a Vaisnava and eventual 
life-long friend due to my ignorance. If you drive a motor vehicle through a red light 
you will get a ticket regardless of whether you know it is against the law or not. It is 
the same with karma. Ignorance is no excuse. Every action has a reaction. 


Although there were wooden bunk beds for the bhaktas to take rest at night I would 
take rest in a sleeping bag on top of a thin straw mat on the floor. I had been taking 
rest that way before moving into the temple and have always taken rest that way, 
even up to this day. I have not slept in a bed since I was a child. 


Austerity is the wealth of the brahmana. Bhakta Al would also take rest in similar 
fashion. He would lie closest to the door and when I rose up in the morning at 0230 
or 0300 and rush out the door I would step over him as he took rest. That is 
disrespectful and an offense to the jivatma and to Paramatma, Krsna in the heart of 
every living entity. I don't know how many times I committed that offense before 
kind-hearted Bhakta Al humbly and patiently explained it to me. I offered my sincere 
apologies and we both offered our prostrate obeisances to each other and I did not 
commit that particular offense again. My ignorance found other ways to offend, as 
will be seen. 


(To be continued...) 
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THE BHAKTA PROGRAM AND ASHRAMA LIFE 


Prasadam 


at 


When I moved into the temple I left my previous life behind. With the exception of 
my elder brother Lawrence, none of my relatives or friends knew that I was now a 
resident of the Hare Krishna Center in Manhattan. In those days there was nothing 
like the instant communication devices that we have today. There were no cell 
phones, personal computers, Internet or social media. Phones were attached to wires 
attached to walls, computers were as big as a family-size refrigerator and were used 
for calculating numbers for corporations, and the Internet did not exist. You couldn't 
check someone's status on Facebook or Twitter or send them an e-mail or text. 
Current events were reported in newspapers, on television and radio. 


There I was, shaved head with sikha, body painted with tilaka, wearing Tulasi 
neckbeads, kurta and dhoti, serving out heaping helpings of rice prasadam to the 
guests at the Free Sunday Love Feast. I was feeling a little blissful. 


There was always a long line for the soul-satisfying Free Sunday Love Feast 
preparations of Sri Sri Radha Govinda Mandira. I would know, having been one of 
those standing on that same line just a week or so prior. But don't take my word for 
it. 


Here is an excerpt from The Hare Krishna Gourmet Guide of Vegetarian Cooking by 
Adiraja dasa, copyright 1984: 


"Khati mithi sabji (Sweet and sour vegetables) — Visnu Gada is a devotee well-known for 
his devotional cooking. While he was chief cook of the New York temple, he cooked a 
sumptuous feast for over three hundred people every Sunday for eight years. This dish 
was Often the highlight of those feasts." 


As I stood there doling out spoonfuls of Krsna's mercy I recognized the faces of my 
friends who brought me to the temple for the first time and some of my other friends 
from my neighborhood in Queens who had been coming to the temple for a very long 
time. They had even visited the Henry Street temple in Brooklyn. 


You can not imagine the look of surprise on all their faces. At first they did not even 
recognize me. I wouldn't have recognized me either. I was a long-haired hippy type 
in jeans and t-shirt only a few short days ago and now I was a shaved-head happy 
type in dhoti and kurta. 


As each of my acquaintances reached the front of the line and were standing directly 
in front of me their facial expressions changed. Their eyes grew wide and their 
conversations stopped mid-sentence as it dawned on them exactly who was standing 
before them with a big serving spoon in hand waiting to serve them. Shocked is not 
the word. Big smiles and "Hare Krishnas" all around. I was feeling a little more 
blissful. 


As I have said, in the Bhakta Program, we learned to always remember Krsna and 
never forget Him. I want to apply the same standard to all those devotees that have 
blessed me with their association. Always remember and never forget them and what 
they did for me. They did it out of their love for, and their desire to serve, Srila 
Prabhupada and Krsna. This fallen conditioned soul will forever be in their debt. 


vancha-kalpatarubhyas ca krpa-sindhubhya eva ca 
patitanam pavanebhyo vaisnavebhyo namo namah 


I offer my respectful obeisances unto all the Vaisnava devotees of the Lord, who can 
fulfill the desires of everyone, just like desire trees, and who are full of compassion for 
the fallen souls. 


Those of us in the Bhakta Program were watched over and guided, somewhat like a 
mother hen, by his grace Damodara dasa prabhu. His grace Adhoksaja dasa prabhu 
left the Bhakta Program shortly after I moved in and took up another service, and so 
Damodara alone was personally instructing us in all of our daily activities. He was 
with us in kirtana, harinama, japa, class, honoring prasadam and every activity we 
participated in as a group. 


He was intelligent, knowledgeable and serious about his service and at the same 
time he was easy-going and friendly, with a good sense of humor. He was respectful 
to all of us regardless of our ignorant offenses and although he was our direct 
authority figure and teacher in ISKCON, he never let it go to his head. He answered 
all of our never-ending and sometimes just plain dumb inquiries concerning 
devotional life. He treated us all equally and I can't recall him at anytime ever being 
frustrated or losing his temper or disrespecting any of us in any way. 


I recall one particular feast day. All of us in the Bhakta Program were seated 
together in a small circle in a room with Damodara prabhu and honoring the 
wonderful preparations of Sri Sri Radha Govinda prasadam. It was all there on our 
paper plates — rice, two subjis, dahl, halava, nectar and sweets. 


A feast is not a true feast without sweet rice (khir). All feasts at 340 West 55th 
Street in those days were true feasts and this particular feast was no exception. 
Every one of us "honored" multiple cups of sweet rice. It was more like "guzzled". 
And then we honored more cups. 


And then the giggling began. At first it was just a short laugh here and there from 
one or another of us. Soon we were all beginning to giggle and laugh at anything. 


We were getting intoxicated! 


Damodara prabhu was giggling more than any of us and after a while he couldn't 
stop. All of our eyes were watering from all of the non-stop spiritual fun and laughter. 
Damodara then stood up, still giggling uncontrollably, and left the room to compose 
himself. After he was out the door the whole scene of him losing control for a 
moment and quickly stepping out the door caused the rest of us to start a fresh 
gaggle of unrestrained laughter. 


Everyday we were treated to the maha sweets offered to Sri Sri Radha Govinda. In 
the mornings, after Mangala-arati, and during japa when everyone was chanting 
HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA KRSNA KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA 
RAMA RAMA HARE HARE, the Bhakta Program devotees could leave the temple room 
and return to the sixth floor for some maha prasadam. Burfi, pera, and shrikhand 
were my personal favorites. The sweetest part of the maha sweets were the Tulasi 


leaves that were placed on top of them when they were offered. I would always save 
those for last. 


Some of us would take advantage by acting depressed or grumpy or expressing a 
desire to not chant japa in order to gain the sympathy of Damodara or Niranjana and 
receive extra portions of the maha sweets. (I'm in maya, prabhu! Is there anymore 
burfi?) Bhakta Mitch was very good at acquiring multiple pieces of burfi and pera. 


I developed a mild addiction to shrikhand. After graduating from the Bhakta Program 
one of the services I acquired was the transfer of the maha sweets from the Lord's 
plates into serving containers and plates for the Bhakta Program. What I would do 
was transfer the prasadam and carefully wash and dry the Lord's plates. Once that 
was done I would pour some of the delicious shrikhand into a paper cup and hide it 
somewhere in the transfer area. Once Damodara prabhu arrived I would give him the 
transferred prasadam and he would take it upstairs. When the coast was clear I 
would abscond with the ill-gotten goods. 


After a while it must have become apparent that the amount of shrikhand being 
brought up to the Bhakta Program was diminishing day by day. One morning after 
completing my rascal style of transferring and was replacing the Lord's plates in 
cabinets, Damodara prabhu arrived a little bit earlier than usual. He explained to me 
that lately, somehow or other, there wasn't enough shrikhand to distribute to the 
bhaktas. He asked me if anyone was taking any while I was there and of course I, 
the rascal, replied in the negative. He then began searching under tables and in 
cabinets to see if he could find any of the missing shrikhand. In a manner of minutes 
he found my paper cup of shrikhand. I am sure my face was turning all sorts of 
shades of red in embarrassment and shame but he didn't say anything to me. He 
simply took the cup and placed it with the rest of the transferred maha and left. 


All that day I was in anxiety about being caught committing such an offense. That is 
just one indication of my true character. I was not in anxiety while committing those 
offenses or about committing the offenses. My anxiety was about being caught. This 
is an example of my ignorance. I actually thought that because no one saw me I was 
free. Krsna is in my heart so He saw what I was doing. The sun and the moon 
planets saw what I was doing. So I was caught from the moment I began my 
nonsense. I was just too ignorant and lusty to realize it. This is also an example of 
how the tongue is voracious and difficult to control. I lost track of the concept of 
pleasing the Vaisnavas and instead was only concerned with pleasing my tongue. 


The next morning, when I went down to transfer the maha, I found Damodara 
prabhu already there performing the service. I was effectually relieved of that service 
and of anymore shrikhand. 


While writing this I just had this very minor realization. To this day I have not had 
any more shrikhand. I could prepare it myself and offer it to Srila Prabhupada and 
Krsna but I never have. I have also lived in the Hartford temple, the Lake Huntington 
temple, the Puerto Rico temple and was a regular visitor to the Miami Beach temple, 
and in all that time I never even had the opportunity to honor that particular sweet. 
That is almost 40 years now without my favorite maha sweet. 


After becoming acclimated to the daily schedule of activities and becoming somewhat 
steady in following that schedule we were expected to do some type of service in the 


temple. Most of us went to the temple basement to serve in Srimati Radharani's 
kitchen. 


Washing pots and pans for hours on end might not sound very enticing but it was my 
favorite service. I enjoyed scrubbing and scouring the giant pots used for cooking 
and the large serving containers. The kitchen was always busy with so many 
devotees cooking and cleaning. 


Visnu Gada dasa prabhu was in charge of the kitchen and the main cook. He was 
always cool, calm and collected while overseeing the multitude of devotional services 
being performed in love and devotion to Srila Prabhupada and Krsna in the kitchen. 
He would be in the midst of preparing two or three different foodstuffs himself and at 
the same time he would be giving directions to a number of other devotees also 
preparing different offerings. 


There were more than 100 devotees residing in the temple and when the traveling 
parties returned and if there was a big festival like Ratha Yatra or Janmastami, there 
could be as many as 300 or more devotees in attendance. Every Sunday there was 
the Free Sunday Love Feast to prepare and serve for hundreds of residents and 
guests. Every day and every Sunday in particular I would head to the kitchen and 
scrub, scour and rinse and then scrub, scour and rinse as more pots and transfer 
containers piled up in front of the sink. 


Our duties were not limited to just cleaning. My fellow bhaktas and I would also cut 
fruits and vegetables. We would transfer the preps from pots to serving containers. 
We would go into the walk-in refrigerator and retrieve different types of bhoga for 
the brahmana cooks. We were not allowed to cook until we received second initiation. 
Obviously none of us were even first initiates. 


After I had been serving in the kitchen every day for a couple of weeks I was given a 
small service to perform. Visna Gada prabhu asked me to serve a Vaisnava who 
resided outside of the temple. Every morning this particular devotee gentleman 
would come to the temple before he went to his job and Visnu Gada would give him 
a plate of maha-prasadam from the morning offering. I was requested to perform 
this service on the rare occasions when Visnu Gada was not present when the 
devotee arrived. 


In my mind at the time I assumed every Vaisnava wore dhoti and tilaka and shaved 
head with sikha. We all know what may happen when we assume. So you may 
imagine my surprise when I dutifully transferred some maha to a paper plate and 
brought it to the door of the kitchen. I was expecting, in my ignorance, to see a 
Vaisnava in full devotional attire. Instead, in my materially contaminated imperfect 
vision, I saw a male Indian body dressed in suit and tie with a full head of hair and a 
thick moustache. 


In my mind I was saying, this isn't a devotee. This is some Indian karmi. How could 
he be a devotee with that big moustache? Regardless of what my mind was telling 
me, I performed my service in a gentlemanly manner. I performed this same service 
a few times after and each time my mind would object and my false-ego would 
flatter, but I went ahead and did what I was requested without objection or question 
or offense to the gentleman. Except in my mind. 


When I was part of a fire sacrifice months later, and received harinama initiation, 
that particular Indian bodied gentleman, whom I had served those few times at the 
kitchen door, was receiving brahminical initiation. Today he is a well-known sannyasi 
in ISKCON. 


In the mornings and afternoons the devotees came together to honor prasadam. 
Breakfast prasadam was served after Srimad Bhagavatam class and was served in 
the temple room. The reason for this was the temple room was the only space in the 
temple that could accommodate all of the residents at one time. Lunch prasadam 
was served on the third floor. There were fewer devotees present in the temple 
during the day due to the large number of residents out on book distribution and 
other services which were performed outside of the temple. There were separate 
rooms for the men and for the women. 


I recall one day honoring kittri lunch prasadam. Prasadam was served with everyone 
sitting on the floor in rows back to back and facing each other. The prasadam servers 
would go down each row pushing the serving container in front and spooning out 
portions onto paper plates. On this day Kapindra dasa prabhu was sitting directly 
across from me and the server spilled some kittri on the floor next to his plate. 


Kittri is very moist and will leak through a paper plate and consequently beneath 
every paper plate was a slight stain of kittri on the floor. When Kapindra prabhu 
finished honoring his prasadam he picked up his plate and licked off all the remaining 
bits of prasadam. When that was done the prabhu then bent his face to the floor and 
licked up all the kittri that had been spilled and the kittri that had leaked through his 
plate. Then he offered his obeisances to Srila Prabhupada. He then threw away the 
paper plate, went to the sink nearby and wet a cloth rag, and cleaned up the space 
he had occupied on the floor. 


To me that was an example of faith in the teachings he imbibed from his spiritual 
master, His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami. Prasadam is Krsna's mercy. 
Srila Prabhupada sacrificed his life to bring that mercy to the world. What fixed-up 
faithful disciple of Srila Prabhupada and servant of Krsna will intentionally waste His 
mercy? I could plainly see that I had a loooood000000ng way to go to approach that 
level of faith in the words of the pure devotee. 


In the evenings, after attending Mangala-arati, Prema-dhvani and Nrsimha prayers, 
Tulasi-arati, chanting sixteen rounds of japa, Srngara-arati, Guru-puja and Srimad 
Bhagavatam class and performing service in the temple in the morning, after going 
out on harinama in the afternoon and then attending Sandhya-arati and Srimad 
Bhagavad-gita class, the bhaktas would return to the sixth floor. 


We would all sit in a group on the floor just outside of Niranjana's room and honor a 
prasadam meal of hot milk and either fresh popcorn or some other preparation which 
was light and easily digestible. While we all honored our evening meal Niranjana 
would read to us from Krsna Book. That was so enlivening and relishable and 
transcendentally refreshing to hear Krsna's pastimes in the company of the 
Vaisnavas at the end of an eighteen hour day. His pastimes would be fresh in our 
consciousnesses as we took rest. 


Sri Govinda, 1977 


(To be continued...) 
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for an hour, a day, a week, or more 
at the New York Hare Krsna center 


Any night of the week, come to dinner. And on Sunday, come 
to the world-famous Krsna festival. You'll enjoy a ten-course 
vegetarian dinner, films, talks on yoga, meditation, and rein- 
carnation, and more—all free. 

Attend the daily seminars on the philosophy of Bhagavad-gita 
and other Sanskrit classics. 

Or for a longer break, stay as a guest and experience a com- 
plete way of living based on devotion to Krsna. 


NEW YORK HARE KRSNA CENTER 
340 W. 55th Street 
Tel. (212) 765-8610 


Morning and evening seminars 8:00 A.M. —7:00 P.M. 
Yoga breakfast and dinner 8:45 A.M.— 6:00 P.M. 
Sunday festival 5:00—~ 9:00 P.M. 
Govinda's Restaurant 12:30—9:00 P.M. M-F 5:00—9:00 P.M. Sat. 
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Kirtana and Harinama 


Before going further I would like to remind everyone that these pastimes took place 
in the late seventies. Some of the devotees mentioned may be considered infamous 
today due to their apparent misdeeds or mistakes. We all go through trials and 
tribulations on the path back to home, back to Godhead. Maya is very powerful and 
may overtake any one of us at any time. My only purpose here is to relate events to 
the best of my limited abilities, as they happened, and to give credit where credit is 
due. 


The following excerpt, from the book Vrindaban Days by Howard Wheeler (Hayagriva 
Swami), copyright 1988, p.179, best describes what I am striving for. 


"He {Prabhupada} has taught us that, like soldiers on the battlefield, we're all subject to 
being knocked down, wounded, and even killed. When a comrade falls, we should rush to 
help him, knowing that each soldier is precious to the general. How often Srila 
Prabhupada has shed tears when Maya Devi snatched one of his soldiers! May the day 
never come when we rejoice to see a godbrother fall, eager to usurp his post or proud to 
esteem ourselves elevated by comparison." 


The kirtanas! The kirtanas! The kirtanas! Did I mention the kirtanas? 


The kirtanas at the Hare Krishna Center on 55th Street were world-famous. There 
were so many wonderful kirtana leaders - Vakresvara Pandit dasa, Visnu Gada dasa, 
Urjasvat dasa, Laxmi-Nrsimha dasa, Niranjana dasa, Nirantara dasa, Kavidatta dasa, 
Rati dasa, and the GBC, Adi Kesava Swami. I am sure there were others and I 
apologize for not remembering everyone. The kirtana leaders were surrounded by so 
many expert mrdanga players - Bhaktivinoda dasa, Bhumipati dasa, Hemanga dasa, 
Ramachandra dasa, Nandaki dasa, Sanjaya dasa and many others. 


The kirtana, for me, was always the place to be. The closer I was to the center of the 
kirtana, the better. I would forget about my material body and mind. I would watch 
the pujari worshipping the Deities. I would watch the kirtana leader chanting for the 
pleasure of the Deities. I would watch the mrdanga players beating the sweet drums 
for the pleasure of the Deities. And I, me, the soul within this ugly, misshapen, 
ignorant pile of bones and worse, would be transported up, up and away and out of 
my body. I was no longer self-conscious or shy or timid. I was uplifted by the 
spiritual sound vibrations reverberating all around me and right through me. 


I would play karatalas or the big whompers and dance and jump and chant the holy 
names - HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA KRSNA KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE 
RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE - and it always ended too soon. Back then my body 
was much younger than today and there was virtually no limit to the amount of 
chanting and dancing my body could handle without suffering any ill effects. The 
more I chanted and danced for Srila Prabhupada and Sri Krsna the more I was able 


to chant and dance. The bodily platform did not exist. It was the spiritual world. Only 
Guru and Krsna and the devotees existed. 


Here's one example of how, not only myself, but the kirtana leader did not want the 
chanting to end. One morning the Guru-puja was being led by His Grace Nirantara 
dasa prabhu. You have to understand, in those days, most of the devotees in the 
temple went out every day to distribute books. After Guru-puja prayers were 
chanted for His Divine Grace, the devotees would move from in front of his 
vyasasana and would chant in front of the Deities. At that moment a large contingent 
of the devotees would leave the temple room to change into karmi clothes, for 
preaching purposes, before returning for Srimad Bhagavatam class. Devotees also 
had to go to the kitchen and other services had to be performed in the temple. 


It was strange because one moment there would be a temple room full of devotees 
in front of the vyasasana and then when you turned and were in front of the Deities 
and looked around there would only be a few dozen prabhus and matajis left. It was 
like - Hey, where did everybody go? Those of us that were left were mostly new 
bhaktas and bhaktins. 


That was all right by me. It meant I could be even closer to the center of the kirtana. 
On this morning, as every other morning, the kirtana was blissful, ecstatic, fired-up 
and whatever other word there is to describe our devotional enthusiasm. We were all 
feeling it. 


It was then that Nirantara prabhu, our fearless kirtana leader, headed for the door. 
He was our leader and we all followed him through the temple room door, through 
the hallway, past Trilokesvara dasa prabhu at the front desk, and right out the front 
door onto 55th Street. 


Can you picture about twenty or thirty young Hare Krishna devotees dancing and 

chanting, with mrdangas and karatalas, as loudly and enthusiastically as possible in 

the early morning on the sidewalk of 55th Street in Manhattan on a bright sunny day? 
We were louder than the rush hour traffic speeding by on the street. Now that was 

fun, and funny when the temple president at the time, Romapada dasa prabhu, had 

to come outside and drag all of us back inside. Apparently our neighbors did not like 

to be disturbed so early in the day. We all kept up the chanting and dancing back 
past the front desk and through the hallway and into the temple room. So much fun. 

So much fun. 


Their Lordships Jagannatha, Baladeva and Lady Subhadra, New York, 1977 


Some kirtanas were especially intense, like the Appearance day of Lord Nrsimhadeva 
in 1979. Vakresvara Pandit dasa prabhu led the Mangala-arati kirtana that morning. 
His Holiness Brahmananda Swami was visiting the temple and was in attendance 
during the morning program. All the devotees were sitting and chanting the Sri 
Nrsimha Pranama and the Prayer to Lord Nrsimha led by Vakresvara Pandit. 
Brahmananda Swami was seated in front of him. I was seated directly across from 
them on the north side of the temple room in front of Lord Jagannatha, Lord 
Baladeva and Lady Subhadra. 


Brahmananda Maharaja was holding his danda in his left hand and with his right 
hand he grabbed Vakresvara Pandit by the collar of his kurta. All in one quick motion 
Maharaja stood up and lifted Vakresvara Pandit up off the temple room floor and 
onto his feet. Anyone who is familiar with Vakresvara Pandit prabhu knows that he 
had a very well developed muscular body. He was no featherweight. Brahmananda 
Swami effortlessly picked him up and I could see the look of surprise on Vakresvara's 
face as he was pulled up into a standing position. Everyone else then got to their feet 
and the kirtana increased in devotional fervor and all the devotees, following the 
example of Brahmananda Swami, were jumping up and down and chanting and 
dancing in ecstasy for Lord Nrsimhadeva, the half-man half-lion incarnation of the 
Supreme Personality of Godhead. 


Then there was the Gaura Purnima kirtanas of the same year. Mangala-arati kirtana 
was led by Vakresvara Pandit das prabhu and Guru-puja was led by Urjasvat dasa 


prabhu, Vakresvara Pandita dasa prabhu and Laxmi-Nrsimha dasa prabhu. Any 
words that I can think of fall short of properly describing the devotional intensity and 
ecstasy of that morning. 


I can tell you that I was there. I had no right to be there. I was just a lowly 
uninitiated bhakta in a large gathering of Srila Prabhupada's direct disciples. If that 
isn't causeless mercy I don't know what is. I was as close to the center of the 
chanting and dancing as I could get. Standing right next to the kirtana leader is as 
close as you can be and that is exactly where I was. I have my own personal audio 
recording of that morning and have listened to it many times over the years. The 
spiritual sound vibrations always enliven me and I still find it hard to believe that I 
was actually there. 


During kirtanas, on the southwest side of the temple room, in front of the Deities of 
Lord Chaitanya and Lord Nityananda, were most of the brahmacharis. The kirtana 
leader was also on that side situated near the front and next to the center aisle and 
facing the central Deities of worship of the temple, Sri Sri Radha Govinda. On the 
northwest side, in front of the Deities of Lord Jagannatha, Lord Baladeva and Lady 
Subhadra, were the balance of the brahmacharis. Situated behind them on that side 
were the matajis. 


In the center of the temple room there was a clear aisle, extending in width from one 
side of Srila Prabhupada's vyasasana to the other side and in length from the 
vyasasana to the main altar, uninhabited by any devotees. In other words there was 
a clear and unobstructed path between Srila Prabhupada and Their Lordships Sri Sri 
Radha Govinda. 


I do not know if that was the case before 1978 because I was not present before 
1978. All I know is that is the way it was at that time in the New York temple. 


Devotees didn't dance around in a circle, either individually or in a group, in the 
center aisle. Devotees didn't dance from one end of the center aisle in front of the 
Deities to Srila Prabhupada and back. It was not because there was not enough room. 
There was room enough for another hundred devotees. It was out of, still current at 
the time among all the devotees, proper Vaisnava etiquette and respect and devotion 
and love for their Spiritual Master, Srila Prabhupada, the Founder-Acarya of ISKCON. 


Everything that we had - from our dhotis and saris to the many temples and 
properties to the profusion of spiritual literatures, everything we were doing - from 
rising early in the morning and dancing and singing HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA 
KRSNA KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE and 
distributing books and serving the Deities and honoring prasadam, everything we 
had become - from fools and rascals to brahmacharis and brahmacharinis to 
grhastas to sannyasis to Vaisnavas, everything pertaining to our current existence - 
was given to us by Srila Prabhupada. 


One morning, during a fired-up Mangala-arati kirtana, a brahmachari, Yaduganguli 
dasa prabhu, stepped out of the crowd of devotees surrounding the kirtana leader 
and into the aisle between Srila Prabhupada's vyasasana and Sri Sri Radha Govinda. 
He was playing karatalas and facing the kirtana leader. Almost immediately, the GBC 
for New York, Adi Kesava Swami came out of the crowd of devotees and forcefully 
shoved Yaduganguli dasa back into the group of devotees on the south side. 


Yaduganguli was momentarily surprised but the prabhu quickly recovered his poise 
and just smiled and continued dancing and chanting the Holy Names. 


After the kirtana Adi Kesava took the microphone and explained his actions. He said 
that one time there was a very ecstatic kirtana taking place in the temple room. Srila 
Prabhupada was seated on the vyasasana and the devotees started to dance in a 
circle in front of the Deities and blocked his view. After a few moments Srila 
Prabhupada's transcendental voice boomed like a clap of thunder over the loud 
speakers: 


"Move out of the way!" 


Adi Kesava then spoke about how it had only been a very short time since the end of 
Srila Prabhupada's physical manifestation here on Earth (only months) and how so 
many things were already changing. How much would ISKCON change if we 
continued in this way and what would ISKCON look like ten years from now? 


Saturday Evening Harinama in Times Square 1977 
From ‘Back To Godhead' Magazine 


Six days a week, Monday through Saturday, the devotees in the Bhakta Program 
went out on harinama. On weekdays we would go out after lunch prasadam. On 
Saturdays we would go out in the late afternoon or early evening. 


The harinama party on weekdays was comprised mostly of the new bhaktas and 
bhaktins. We would be led by one of the experienced kirtana leaders who were doing 
service in the temple like Visnu Gada dasa prabhu or Nirantara dasa prabhu. Some 
days there would only be about a dozen or so of us and other days there would be 
three times as much. It depended on who was not already engaged in service in the 
temple on a particular day. 


On weekdays his grace Sanat Kumara dasa prabhu would always be dancing in front 
of the harinama party and handing out prasadam to the public. Sometimes it was 
small paper bags of popcorn prasadam and other times it would be Simply 
Wonderfuls or another type of sweet. 


Saturday was a much larger harinama party. Fifty, sixty, seventy or more devotees 
would go out with mrdangas and karatalas and head over to Times Square to 
inundate the public with the Holy Names of Hare, Krsna and Rama. We would head 
east on 55th Street to 7th Avenue and then go downtown. The chanting party would 
stop on different corners and stay there for five or ten minutes of kirtana followed by 
another few minutes of preaching by the leader of the party before moving on. There 
would also be one or two devotees that would distribute small books and Back To 
Godhead magazines. We would go all the way to 42nd Street and then return to the 
temple. Of course we were chanting all the way. 


Wherever we went, we were the main attraction. Sometimes we would get some 
negative responses from individuals. Some would call us the devil or say that we 
were going to hell. Some would spit at us. Some would even cover their ears in a 
vain attempt to block out the spiritual sound vibrations. They were in the minority. 
Generally people would stop and look and listen. Some would clap their hands along 
with the beat. Some would chant and dance. Most Saturday nights, one or two 
people that we met along the way would be attracted enough by the Holy Names 
that they would follow us back to the temple. Some stayed overnight. Some even 
moved in for good. Such is the potency of Krsna's Holy Names. 


Each and every one of the devotees would return to the temple blissfully satisfied 
after performing harinama sankirtana. We were all following in the footsteps of Lord 
Chaitanya Mahaprabhu, who inaugurated the sankirtana movement centuries ago. 


And who gave us this nectarean pastime to perform? 


His Divine Grace Srila A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada, the Founder-Acarya of 
the International Society For Krsna Consciousness. 


Where would we be without his mercy? 
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Harinama New York City 1980 
From ‘Back To Godhead' Magazine 
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Sankirtana 


I was in the sankirtana devotee quarters one morning when a prabhu returned from 
book distribution barely one hour after he left. He had picked a thousand dollars 
from one person almost as soon as he arrived at Grand Central Station. He was 
almost floating on air and his face was effulgent as he revealed to the few devotees 
present how he collected such a large sum in such a short time. 


He explained that he was preaching to a person foreign to the United States and 
unfamiliar with the value of U.S. currency and convinced him to take one of Srila 
Prabhupada's books and give a donation. Once the person took out his wallet and the 
amount of money it contained was revealed, the prabhu engaged in what was known 
in those days as the "change-up". 


The "change-up" was one example of the "by hook or by crook" philosophy prevalent 
to some degree among the devotees at the time. The justification used by some was 
that it was okay to cheat an unwitting "karmi" because it wasn't really "stealing". The 
money belonged to Krsna. All wealth belongs to Him. It is one of His six opulences - 
all beauty, strength, wealth, knowledge, fame and renunciation belong to Krsna and 
Krsna alone. The sankirtana devotees were just returning the money to its rightful 
owner. They would use it in Krsna's service and therefore the "karmi" and the 
devotee would both ultimately gain eternal spiritual benefit. 


No thought or very little thought was given to the negative feelings of the "karmis" 
when they realized that they had been bamboozled, or the possible damage to the 
reputation of ISKCON as a genuine spiritual movement and to Srila Prabhupada as 
the Founder-Acarya if his followers gained a reputation as thieves and con-artists. 
What to speak of what the person thought of Srila Prabhupada's book after 
apparently being swindled. 


The "change-up" was used to confuse and confound and get away quickly before the 
victim realizes what has happened. Whether it was a Krsna conscious style of 
preaching or not I will leave to the advanced devotees to consider. Karma, the 
infallible justice, has the final say. 


As for myself, I was a terrible preacher and book distributor, and I never approached 
the expertise necessary, nor did I have the desire to attain such "expertise", and 
therefore was incapable of pulling off the "change-up". I learned about it from the 
sankirtana devotees who were expert at it. 
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After a few weeks in the Bhakta Program I was sent out to learn how to do the "pick" 
with two other devotees in a shopping mall parking lot. Nama Sankirtana dasa 
prabhu, Bhakta Steve prabhu and I traveled in a temple car to a lot in one of the 
outer boroughs. Nama Sankirtana was in charge and he explained to me how to 
approach people and extract laxmi from them. I was not given any books or BRGs to 
distribute. I was supplied with a small pack of incense sticks and tasked with 
distributing them one by one and collecting laxmi for them. I was told to approach 
anyone and everyone without discrimination and to remember to meditate on Guru 
and Gauranga and always chant the Holy Names - HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA 
KRSNA KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE - 
while engaged in approaching the "karmis". 


I did as I was told and approached everyone I saw, but I was not successful in 
collecting laxmi. I was an almost total failure. Towards the end of the evening, as the 
sun was setting and it was getting dark, I approached a lady as she was walking 
towards her car. I held up a stick of incense and was about ten feet away from her 
and said hello. Before I could utter another sound she started screaming at me to 
get away from her. Apparently she either mistook the stick of incense for a weapon 
or the ugliness of my material body approaching her in the dark scared her and she 
was afraid I was going to mug her, or worse. I stepped back and apologized and left 
the area. 


That pretty much summed up the overall reception I received all that day. My 
clumsiness with social interactions, my introverted personality and my inexperience 
in collecting in combination with my mean ugly face and tall gawky body and my lack 
of desire to fulfill the order of Guru and Krsna all added up to a miserable day and 
night. I collected almost nothing and to top it off, now I was frightening people and 
causing them to scream for help. 


At the end of the evening we returned to our vehicle to add up the results of the day. 
I sat in the back seat and Nama Sankirtana and Bhakta Steve sat in front. They both 
collected a substantial amount of laxmi and distributed their fair share of 
transcendental literatures and incense. When I was asked to reveal my total I was 
embarrassed to announce my pitiful collection of less than five dollars. 


Immediately Bhakta Steve started laughing out loud at me and my poor results. I 
was already feeling down in the dumps, but his raucous outburst of unrestrained 
merriment at my miniscule amount of laxmi collected made me feel so low that I 
would have had to stand on my tip toes on top of a ladder and reach up and stretch 
my body as far as possible in order to almost touch bottom. I was already depressed. 
Now I was shocked at such a callous reaction, but I took it as Krsna's mercy on me. I 
did not say a word. 


I didn't have to. After about two or three loud guffaws at my expense Nama 
Sankirtana prabhu injected some much needed Krsna consciousness into the 
situation. Nama was the leader of our little sankirtana party and assuredly the most 
experienced and mature devotee among us. He preached to us about detachment 
from the results of our activities and the necessity of proper Vaisnava behavior to 
make advancement in Krsna consciousness. Bhakta Steve apologized and we 
returned back to home, back to 340 West 55th Street. 
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Bhakta Steve became quite infamous a few weeks later. At that time there was a 
popular social commentary comic strip, "Verbatim", which appeared regularly in one 
of the local periodicals in New York City. The strip featured word for word dialogue 
and corresponding illustrations of actual real-life incidents, witnessed by the 
artist/author, which were claimed to be "verbatim" or portrayed exactly as they 
transpired. 


Bhakta Steve was distributing books in the Port Authority building one day when his 
preaching activities were supposedly witnessed by that artist/author and became the 
subject of one of the "Verbatim" strips. 


In a nutshell - The prabhu was dressed in suit and tie and wig as were all the male 
devotees that performed sankirtana in the airports and the bus and train terminals. 
He was preaching to someone when he literally flipped his wig. First he was extolling 
the spiritual benefits of accepting a book and giving a donation. But then it all went 
haywire. He lost control of his tongue and then lost control of his mind and finally he 
pulled off his wig and started yelling in the midst of the crowds of passersby - 


"The Hare Krishnas are going to take over the world!" 


Generally speaking that was how he was unflatteringly portrayed in print for all of 
New York to read. Remember there was no internet way back then in the previous 
century. Print was a major source of information. That particular strip was tacked on 
the bulletin board outside of the temple president's office for all of the devotees to 
see. Needless to say, Bhakta Steve got the "sauce" from the local GBC and the TP. 
Eventually he received harinama initiation from SDG and was given the name 
Sanatana Goswami dasa. 
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I loved to read the Sankirtana Newsletter. I would be amazed and personally 
enlivened by the exploits of a singular book distributor. He led in almost every 
category — big books, medium books, small books, and Back to Godhead magazines 
distributed and total amount of laxmi collected. What was so personally inspiring was 
the fact that the devotee leading almost everyone in the world in almost every 
category was an uninitiated devotee named Bhakta Monty. 


He was like me —- just an uninitiated bhakta, and I identified with that. 


But he was so unlike me. He had the courage and the fortitude and the 
determination to undergo the severe austerity of traveling weeks and months on end 
in a small van with a group of devotees, to the shopping mall parking lots of the tri- 
state area, distributing Srila Prabhupada's books and having wonderful success. 


Whenever the latest Sankirtana Newsletter came out I would look for Bhakta Monty's 
name and wouldn't have to look far. It was always at or near the top of every 
category every time. 


I imagined him to be this gigantic Herculean figure of a devotee - defeating with 
sastric evidence any and all arguments against accepting a Bhagavad-gita As It Is or 
a Srimad Bhagavatam, and then collecting every dollar and cent available from the 
fortunate soul that received one of Srila Prabhupada's books. I couldn't wait to meet 
this great soul when the traveling sankirtana parties returned to Radha Govinda 
Mandira. 


When I saw Bhakta Monty for the first time I was impressed. He wasn't ten feet tall 
and packed with muscles as I had imagined. No. He was slight of build, quiet, and 
humble. You might even say he was shy. He did not act like some of the other full- 
time sankirtana devotees who were somewhat spoiled and pampered by authorities. 
He did not act like he deserved to be treated differently than the "temple" devotees 
- you know, the devotees who have the humble yet essential services of cooking, 
serving, cleaning, washing, sweeping, mopping, repairing and maintaining the 
ashrama, those selfless sadhakas who were at times looked down upon because of 
their humble position within the temple hierarchy. He really was just a humble guy 
trying his best to serve Srila Prabhupada and Sri Sri Radha Govinda. He was 
eventually given harinama initiation by SDG and given the name Mahaprabhu dasa. 


(To be continued... Next installment... More Sankirtana...) 
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Nathji with devotees and guests on the southwest side of the temple room 1979 


May 07, 2016 — NEW YORK (SUN) — 


THE BHAKTA PROGRAM AND ASHRAMA LIFE 
Sankirtana 


It was very early in the morning, just a few days after moving into the temple, and I 
was waiting for my turn to use the communal shower on the sixth floor. There were 
about a dozen or so of us brahmacaries standing in line in our gamchas. I was at the 


end of the line when a few more brahmacaries joined the queue. The devotee 
directly in back of me said "Hare Krsna" and introduced himself. He said his name 
was Bhakta Dave and that he was just returning from the Hartford temple, and was 
looking forward to seeing me in Hartford in the near future. 


Immediately I was on the mental platform. The business of the uncontrolled mind is 
accepting and rejecting. The uncontrolled mind is an enemy to self-realization. 


"As long as one's mind remains an unconquered enemy, one has to serve the 
dictations of lust, anger, avarice, illusion, etc." (Srimad Bhagavad-gita As It Is, 
Chapter 6, Text 6, purport) 


So right away I was thinking to myself, why would I want to go to Hartford and why 
is this devotee looking forward to seeing me there? Here I was living in a beautiful 
Manhattan skyscraper building with hundreds of devotees. I was _ personally 
experiencing a new, unique, unprecedented and exhilarating purpose and happiness. 
I was a life-long resident of New York City except for a year spent in Richmond, 
Virginia as a very young child. I was in the heart of one of the biggest and most 
important cities on this planet. NYC was my home. Why would I want to leave this 
excellent arrangement to go to, of all places, Hartford, Connecticut? 


You see what I mean by mental platform? How dare anyone disturb this wonderful 
new experience by suggesting that it is only a temporary arrangement! Even before I 
knew anything, not one fact, my mind was rejecting the idea. At that time I knew 
nothing of the fickle nature of the mind. I did not know what to think and the 
innocent remark of Bhakta Dave prabhu caused me to experience some anxiety. I 
thought this was my home and now I am hearing that maybe that is not so. 


I did not ask Bhakta Dave what he was doing in Hartford. I did not ask Damodar 
dasa prabhu or Niranjana dasa prabhu, my immediate authorities, about it either. 
Here I will give the reader, if there is one, some insight into my psychological- 
emotional-mental condition at the time. 


My childhood was an extremely impoverished one. Both of my parents had problems 
with intoxication. Before I was 10 years old we had moved at least two dozen times 
from one vermin infested Brooklyn hovel to another. We were usually one step ahead 
of a city marshal eviction because we had no money to pay the rent or utilities. One 
time the city marshal actually did catch up to us and threw us and our belongings 
out onto the street. Describing us as "poor white trash" would not be inaccurate. We 
were so poor that at one time we were living in what was known as a cold-water flat 
in the backyard of another building. It was really just a converted old shed or stable. 
There was a small cast iron pot-bellied stove on one side which provided the 
inadequate heat. The walls were always wet and damp. It was cold in winter and 
broiling in summer. That was in the late 1950's. 


That situation is where the "poor white trash" label was most appropriate. We were 
living in the backyard of a building which was occupied by at least one black family. 
We were worse off than those who were looked down upon and discriminated against 
by society in general at that time, and even today. We truly were "poor white trash", 
being thrown out of one place after another just like trash. 


My father was a Korean War veteran of the United States Marine Corps. He was 
wounded in action and awarded the Purple Heart and returned home suffering from 
post traumatic stress which, at the time, was not recognized as a malady and was 
therefore not treated. His easily recognized physical wounds were treated, but not 
the hidden psychological ones. Consequently he had no control over his anger. And 
guess who was the recipient of the majority of his anger in the form of a 6 foot 2 
inch former Marine's fists and metal-buckled thick leather belt? I reveal this not to 
garner sympathy. I want to reveal my particular mental and emotional state. We all 
go through personal trials and tribulations in the material world. That is the nature of 
the material world. It is a place of suffering. We don't belong here. 


"From the highest planet in the material world down to the lowest, all are places of 
misery wherein repeated birth and death take place. But one who attains to My 
abode, O son of Kunti, never takes birth again." (Srimad Bhagavad-gita As It Is, 
Chapter 8, Text 16) 


Whenever I opened my mouth as a child it was met with full force blows from a fist 
or the hard back of the hand or many strokes of the belt to whatever available part 
of my material body was within reach of either of my parents. It didn't matter top or 
bottom, front or back. Wherever a blow could be struck it was, and if I tried to avoid 
or shirk from the blows I received more. In one instance, a wooden broomstick was 
broken over my back. Another time I was thrown to the floor and had to get stitches, 
without anesthesia or any type of pain killer, to close my broken chin. Additionally, 
from time to time, I was locked in a closet or a bathroom for hours. Remember that 
was the 1950's. Corporal punishment was considered a normal and accepted method 
of child rearing. Spare the rod and spoil the child. In Catholic school the nuns and 
priests never spared the rod. 


I learned at a young age to shut up - that was the mantra pounded into my 
consciousness — shut up, shut up, shut up! I learned the lessons so well that one of 
my nicknames as a child was "Silent Sam" because I was forced to maintain a vow of 
silence (mauna vrata) and would not speak to anyone. My other nickname was 
"knucklehead" which derived from my silence being interpreted as ignorance. I am 
ignorant, so that one still applies. 


Physical abuse, poverty, deprivation, homelessness - all these things were part of 
my karma as a child. I accepted it. I had no choice. It could have been much, much 
worse. Others have suffered more terribly than I ever have. I was about to write that 
no one ever shot at me but that wouldn't be entirely accurate. One uncle did shoot at 
and hit me as part of his sadistic moving target practice with an air pistol or BB gun. 
No one ever shot at us with real bullets or dropped bombs on us or burned our house 
down. Besides, Krsna was always a part of my life in one form or another, so I really 
didn't suffer. He always protected me and sustained me and He still does. He is my 
only shelter. Today I take shelter of Him in the form of His Holy Names - HARE 
KRSNA HARE KRSNA KRSNA KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA 
RAMA RAMA HARE HARE. 


"You should understand this essential fact: life is temporary and filled with various 
kinds of miseries. Therefore carefully take shelter of the holy name and remain 
always engaged in His service as your eternal occupation." (Srila Bhaktivinode 
Thakur, Arunodaya-kirtana) 


The author at age 5 (holy communion) and age 12 (holy confirmation) as a Catholic 


I was brutally trained to not question authority. That is one point. So when I was 
faced with this totally innocuous Hartford comment, or if I had any question about 
anything, I usually kept it to myself. I had a very difficult time with revealing my 
mind or true feelings and it can be traced back to the earliest training I received as 
an innocent child. I apologize and offer my obeisances to HH Niranjana Swami, my 
former bhakta leader, for never revealing my mind to him despite his many sincere 
loving attempts to get through to me and help me to crack the hard stone 
surrounding my heart. 


Another point is this: an individual with that type of personality -- one who can't 
question authority because questioning or doubting authority would cause a mental 
and emotional crisis of confusion, fear and self-doubt -- is a perfect victim for a 
dishonest, underhanded, unscrupulous, charismatic, villainous person. 


That brief conversation with Bhakta Dave left my consciousness until a month or so 
later, when one of the original eleven "Zonal Acaryas" gave a Srimad-Bhagavatam 
class and got Niranjana prabhu all fired up to go out and preach. He called me into 
his office after breakfast prasadam and informed me that I was being sent to the 
preaching center in Hartford. My heart sank and my mind exploded but I remained 
silent and accepted the decision of my bhakta leader. 


Krta Krt dasa prabhu was the temple president in Hartford and happened to be 
visiting 340 West 55th Street. I gathered my dhotis and kurtas and few possessions 
and put them into a temple vehicle and Krta Krt prabhu drove us to the preaching 
center. While we were driving through the crowded streets of Manhattan he was 
explaining to me that all the living entities were like moving pieces on a chessboard 
and Krsna was the chess master. We were just pawns to be utilized in His service. It 
didn't matter to me what he was saying. I wasn't listening. I felt as if I was being 
thrown out again just like the trash. 


After a few hours we arrived at a small two story house in a quiet residential area. 
My mind was complaining to me: "Are you kidding! You went from that big beautiful 
building in New York City with all those nice devotees to this little house in the 
middle of No Where Ville! Ugh!" My mind got even more agitated once we went 
inside. "Where are the deities? Are you joking? You were chanting and dancing in 
front of such grand Deities in Manhattan, and all I see here is a small painting of Sri 
Caitanya Mahaprabhu and His Associates on top of a small wooden table in a small 
living room! What is wrong with you?" It just kept getting worse. "Where are all the 
devotees? You can count all of them on the fingers of your two hands and still have 
fingers left over! I completely reject this! Get me out of here!" 


So you can see I was not being Krsna conscious at all. I went through the motions of 
devotional service but my heart was not in it. You could say I was spoiled by my 
short stay at Radha Govinda Mandira. You could say I was a complete nonsense for 
rejecting the order of the representative of His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta 
Swami. You could say that I was not surrendered. You could say I was an offender to 
the Holy Names. I accept all those criticisms as just and true. They are just as true 
today. Iam not being humble. I am an offensive nonsense rascal who is going to hell. 
I accept that. At least it won't be a long trip to hell. The planet of Yamaraja is not far 
from this one. 


"There are many living entities who give punishment to the miscreants, and among 
them Yama is the chief. Yama is situated in a planet near this earthly planet, and 
after death those who are very sinful are taken there, and Yama arranges different 
kinds of punishments for them." (Srimad Bhagavad-gita As It Is, Chapter 10, Text 29, 
purport) 


My only saving grace, thanks to the knowledge imbibed from the original unchanged 
books of His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami, is that I truly believe that I 
belong to the Supreme Personality of Godhead, Sri Krsna, and I still chant His Holy 
Names. 


I performed terribly on sankirtana. My best day collecting was $50. That was the one 
and only day that I ignored my mind and false ego and approached every single 
person that crossed my path. At the end of the day I even forced the temple van, 
filled with the rest of the sankirtana devotees, to wait for me while I collected a 
donation of coins literally thrown at me by one man who I would not leave alone until 
he gave something. Of course I became puffed up thinking I was responsible for 
collecting that laxmi even though it was such an insignificant amount. It had nothing 
to do with Srila Prabhupada's or Lord Caitanya's mercy. It was all my potency. At 
least that was what my mind and false ego told me after being ignored all day. 


The following days I collected practically nothing. 


When will I ever learn? 


One fond and humorous memory of that first time in Hartford (I was sent there a 
second time after I received harinama initiation and did even worse) was while 
associating with Bhakta Raoul prabhu. He was funny and humble and everyone knew 
when he was taking a shower. The shower was upstairs. Everyone downstairs in the 
house could hear him shouting HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA KRSNA KRSNA HARE 
HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE as loud as he could while 
he was underneath the ice cold water. I can still hear him. 


Eventually I was returned to 340 West 55th Street temple because I did not want to 
go out to the parking lots anymore. I just wanted to go home. So you see - Krsna 
fulfills everyone's desire, in proportion to one's qualifications, even the desires of a 
spoiled nonsense devotee pretender. 


"Such a person must factually know the greatest of all, [Sri Krsna] who is 
unembodied, omniscient, beyond reproach, without veins, pure, and uncontaminated, 
the self-sufficient philosopher who has been fulfilling everyone's desire since time 
immemorial." (Sri Isopanisad, Mantra 8) 


When I returned to the Hare Krishna Center in Manhattan I was given a choice as to 
what type of service I would perform. I recognized the fact that preaching and book 
distribution were the most appreciated services within the temple so I wanted to 
serve the sankirtana devotees. I was given the service of sankirtana support. 


Devotees await an initiation ceremony on the northeast side of the temple room 1979 


(To be continued...) 
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I was home again. I wanted to jump up and down and then offer obeisances again 
and again to every devotee in the temple. I felt ashamed that I was unable to 
succeed in the field of transcendental book distribution, but that shame was 
mitigated by the bliss I felt in the association of the multitude of Vaisnavas who 
welcomed me back. I was just so happy to be back where I felt in my heart I 
belonged - the Hare Krishna Center at 340 West 55th Street in Manhattan. 


JAYA RADHA GOVINDA RADHA GOVINDA RADHE! 


I was no longer part of the bhakta program. I guess I graduated when I was sent to 
Hartford. I was given a room on the fifth floor - room 512. I still have my laundry 
bag with the number 512 stenciled on it. I brought my dhotis and kurtas and the rest 
of my belongings and made myself at home. I had no roommate so I had the space 
all to my lonesome. 


As previously mentioned, I volunteered for sankirtana support service. My good 
friend and former bhakta program associate, Bhakta Al, was already serving full-time 
in the temple restaurant. I was previously advised by my bhakta leaders to avoid the 
restaurant. I wasn't given any precise reasons but it was intimated that associating 
with some of the devotees and guests that frequented the spiritual eatery would not 
be good for my Krsna consciousness. I followed their advice with the exception of 
visiting on occasion with bhakta Al in the early morning, while he was setting up the 
restaurant paraphernalia. I didn't see how associating with the very same friend and 
future god-brother, that I had shared so many happy Krsna conscious pastimes with 
for so many weeks, could be bad for my sadhana. I never visited the restaurant 
while it was open for business. 


My main service was in the book room. The book room was located on the second 
floor on the southeast side of the temple. Here is how the second floor was set up. 
When you stepped off of the elevator and went south, or to the right, you would 
arrive at the office of the sankirtana leader, Muralivadaka dasa. Rupa Sanatana dasa 
and bhakta Tony (later Abhimanyu dasa) were his assistants and performed a wide- 
ranging assortment of devotional services. There the sankirtana devotees would hold 
meetings and on special occasions they would honor prasadam feasts. If you went 
north from the elevator, or to the left, you would arrive at the office of the GBC, Adi 
Kesava Swami, and his secretary, Tattvavit dasa. Tattvavita dasa was very kind and 
merciful to me and gave me many audio tapes of Vaisnava bhajans and kirtans and 
lectures from different ISKCON temples. 


Then you head west from the GBC office and down the long hallway. First was the 
office of the temple president, Laxmi-Nrsimha dasa, who had recently replaced 
Romapada dasa in that service. Next was the office of Tosana Krsna dasa who had 
the tithe of communications director or something similar. Then there was the 
comptroller and accounting office of Gadadhara Pandita dasa and Karnipura dasa. We 
have reached the end of that hallway and now turn left, or south, where Sri Rama 


dasa had his luxurious office. At the end of the hall was the office of Romapada dasa. 
Turn left again, or east, and we finally arrive at the book room. Next in line was the 
office of Vakresvara Pandita dasa, the temple vice president. A little bit further, in a 
small nook in a corner, Catur-vyuha dasa toiled all day long with a sewing machine, 
producing the beautiful outfits of the Deities. There was a short hallway behind the 
elevators and stairway, linking the north and south sides, where the counting room 
was located. There the sankirtana devotees would deposit the laxmi collected daily 
and Lila-Purusottama dasa performed the service of tallying the proceeds. 


The book room was just that - a room full of books. There were boxes and boxes of 
Srila Prabhupada's original, unchanged Bhagavad-gita As It Is, hard cover and soft 
cover, with Sanskrit and without. There were all of his original, unchanged small and 
medium books, some but not all of the Srimad-Bhagavatam, mostly first and second 
canto, also original and unchanged, and the latest editions of the Back to Godhead 
magazine. There was a small desk where I sat and served the sankirtana devotees 
as they arrived. I would distribute the floats (small bills) and whatever books were 
requested. On occasion I would go to the Port Authority Bus Terminal or to Grand 
Central Station to deliver a box of books to the devotees to restock their exhausted 
supply. There would be a regular delivery every month from the BBT and I would 
unload the many boxes and bring Srila Prabhupada's books upstairs. When the 
traveling sankirtana parties returned they would drop off whatever books they had 
that were damaged in the field, those would go the surrender box, and I would assist 
them in replenishing their stock of books and BTG's. 


I would also do service in the kitchen. I always enjoyed washing the pots and pans 
and cutting up the fruits and vegetables. I was even trained to do some cooking. 
After I received my spiritual name I cooked some carob halava, which was part of a 
feast for the sankirtana devotees. Visnu Gada dasa prabhu oversaw the preparation 
every step of the way. 


I was happy again. I had the association of a hundred or more devotees. I was back 
on a regulated schedule of resting early and rising early and chanting japa and 
chanting and dancing in front of Sri Sri Radha Govinda, Sri Sri Gaura Nitai and Their 
Lordships Jagannatha, Baladeva and Lady Subhadra. Did I mention that I was 
chanting HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA KRSNA KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE 
RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE? Sorry. It must have slipped my mind. 


I was happy. Even writing about it so many years later, the memory, the still alive in 
my consciousness memory of that time, makes me happy. Alas, I should have known 
better, I read the verse in the Gita so many times, don't get too happy. Always try to 
maintain your equilibrium in all circumstances. 


matra-sparsas tu kaunteya 
sitosna-sukha-dukha-dah 
agamapayino 'nityas 

tams titiksasva bharata 


TRANSLATION 
O son of Kunti, the nonpermanent appearance of happiness and distress, and their 
disappearance in due course, are like the appearance and disappearance of winter and 


summer seasons. They arise from sense perception, O scion of Bharata, and one must 
learn to tolerate them without being disturbed. 
(Srimad Bhagavad-gita, As It Is, Chapter 2, Text 14) 


Maybe I was too happy and I let it show. Once again, someone in authority had their 
own plan, and I was just a pawn on their chessboard. Pawns are always the first to 
be sacrificed. My advancement and my happiness in Krsna consciousness didn't seem 
to make a difference. Let me get this out of the way here. Then I will return to relate 
some of the experiences I had while serving in the book room. 


One day, seemingly out of the blue, not the blackish blue of the rain cloud, 
Romapada dasa approached me. He requested that I give up my service and let his 
god-brother, Darpaha dasa, take my place. Just like that. No preliminaries. No 
warning sign. No advance notice. No reason or explanation except the devotee used 
to do my service in the past. 


I knew the devotee that wanted my service. I knew he was ill. He was suffering with 
jaundice. He was just getting over it. He lived in the room across from mine and I 
had some association with him. I knew that he was not maintaining his sadhana due 
to his illness. Why would Romapada want him to replace me? 


I was crestfallen. I should have spoken up for myself. I should have said that I am 
happy in this service and I don't want to give it up. I wish I could go back and tell 
my younger self to stand up like a man and say what was on my mind and in my 
heart. There is no going back. I have to learn from the past or be condemned to 
repeat it. 


I acquiesced like a sheep to the request of Romapada dasa and so began a quick 
downward spiral until, during my second non-voluntary stay in Hartford; I sat on a 
bench in a shopping mall parking lot for an entire day and read the current Back to 
Godhead magazine from cover to cover instead of distributing books. I walked the 20 
or so miles back to the preaching center, on the side of a highway in the dark of 
night, and took rest in the backseat of one of the temple cars. I was sent back to 
NYC after that incident and shortly thereafter, due to loss of faith and depression, I 
blooped and returned to my old neighborhood for two weeks. That was a disaster. 
Once you experience a higher taste, there is no going back to the mundane. I will 
speak more about those days later on. 


I believe in my heart that Romapada owes me some sort of spiritual compensation 
for adversely affecting my spiritual life due to his deficient managerial skills and 
questionable motives in removing me from such an appropriate service for my 
psychological, emotional and spiritual makeup. He could have asked me to serve 
with his god-brother. We could have assisted each other and both of us could have 
been happy and made progress in our spiritual lives. He didn't have to completely 
remove me from what was a fitting service for me. 


Let's move on. I remember two significant BBT truck deliveries. 


One time I was standing in the front doorway after the BBT truck had pulled up in 
front of the temple. There were no books to unload. The trailer was vacant except for 
an elderly devotee. He was short with a protruding belly and he was using a cane as 


he walked around inside of the trailer. At first I thought that he had traveled in the 
trailer but that couldn't be. Why would anyone ride in the back of a trailer truck? He 
began to climb down from the rear of the empty trailer. I took my eyes off him until 
I heard a sound like someone had dropped a big heavy bag of garbage out of a 
window and it went "Wwhap!" as it hit the sidewalk. I looked back and the elderly 
devotee was laying flat on his face in the street. He gradually picked himself up with 
the help of his cane, dusted himself off, and slowly limped to the temple doors. I did 
not know him and he did not know me. I said "Hari bol, are you ok?" and he said 
"Hare Krsna" and he went inside and got on the elevator. 


The next morning he was giving the Srimad-Bhagavatam class. I learned then that it 
was Kirtanananda Swami, one of the "Zonal acaryas." 


Another day the BBT truck arrived with a delivery of Srila Prabhupada's books. This 
time the driver brought a helper with him. This person had to be one of the most 
raggedy persons I had ever seen. I have spent most of my life in New York City and 
I have seen every type of vagrant. This prabhu had long greasy stringy hair hanging 
halfway down his back. He was dirty and smelled a little past ripe. His clothes could 
not be described as clothes. There were more holes in his t-shirt and jeans than 
there were t-shirt and jeans. That was all just a disguise to hide his already 
advanced Krsna consciousness from envious fools like me. He brought all the books 
up to the second floor by himself, for which I was grateful. 


He stayed. He moved into the temple. He made very quick advancement in the 
practice of sadhana bhakti. In recent years, among many other spiritual activities, he 
has been one of the leaders of a group of devotees that chant bhajans and distribute 
Srila Prabhupada's books in Union Square Park and also in the Union Square Subway 
Station. His name is Raya Rama dasa. 


Here are two very short stories from the annual Christmas marathon. As everyone 
knows, the weeks leading up to December 25th are spent in a marathon of book 
distribution. Devotees also dress up as Santa Claus and hit the streets and subways 
in NYC to collect funds. 


The Santa Claus participants would go to one room to be fitted with a proper size 
costume and to have their faces painted with rosy cheeks and to have bushy white 
eyebrows and beard applied. Then they would come to the book room to acquire 
some small books and BTG's and a small float to put in their collection bucket or 
basket for seed money. 


Hare Krsna! 


During the winter of 1978 Sadaputa dasa prabhu, the devotee scientist, was visiting 
the Hare Krishna Center in Manhattan. He gave a scientifically based Srimad- 
Bhagavatam class which went right over my head. I did not expect him to dress up 
as Santa but there I was, sitting at my desk on Christmas Eve morning, and in 
comes Sadaputa Claus. He was very humble and soft spoken. He was preaching by 
example. If he could dress up and go out to collect, even though he was just visiting, 
then what excuse was there for a full-time resident to not do the same? 


On Christmas morning there was the usual ecstatic mangala-arati kirtana. In the 
midst of the chanting and dancing, in walks Bindu Madhava dasa prabhu still dressed 
in his Santa suit. He had spent the evening and night and early morning at Studio 54, 
the former popular party destination frequented by the faux-celebrities of those 
times. I don't know what he did there. You will have to ask him yourself. He 
sometimes visits the Brooklyn temple. It was just a comical situation to have Santa 


Claus at mangala-arati. Santa Claus worshipped Srila Prabhupada, Sri Sri Radha 
Govinda and chanted the Holy Names of Hare, Krishna and Rama, not to mention 
Nitai Gauranga. 


And finally here are three tales of time spent in the association of the big time book 
distributors of 340 West 55th Street in 1978 and 1979. I am referring to the 
following: Sanjaya dasa, Kavidatta dasa, Yaduganguli dasa, and Jada Bharata dasa 
to mention a few. They were the devotees that dressed up in suit, tie and wig and 
distributed Srila Prabhupada's books in the airports and bus and train terminals of 
NYC. They all lived in one room on the northeast end of the fifth floor, except for 
Sanjaya dasa, who shared a room with Visnu Gada dasa right next door. Then there 
were the second tier book distributors who sometimes traveled and sometimes 
worked the airports and bus and train terminals. They were Nama-sankirtana dasa, 
Mahaprabhu dasa, Vyasapada dasa, Kesiha dasa and many others. 


New York was part of the "zone" of Satsvarupa dasa Goswami. When he visited he 
would sometimes go for a japa walk, weather permitting, with the sankirtana 
devotees. On this particular morning, most of those devotees went on a japa walk 
with SDG in Riverside Park. I was allowed to tag along. I was walking directly behind 
SDG and Raganuga-bhakti dasa was beside me to my left. SDG was wearing sandals. 
Raganuga-bhakti intentionally stepped on the back of one of SDG's sandals and it 
came off his foot. I say intentionally because I was getting concerned when I saw 
him purposely looking at and moving his footsteps closer and closer to the back of 
SDG's feet until he accomplished the deed. 


SDG and the group of devotees stopped and turned as Raganuga-bhakti picked up 
his sandal and returned it to him. That was what he really wanted - to touch the 
dust of the "lotus feet" of his spiritual master. It didn't matter the offensive manner, 
by hook or by crook, by which he accomplished his self-centered goal. Raganuga- 
bhakti had this half-smile half-smirk on his face as SDG chastised him and told him 
not to walk so close. 


I was thinking "What a rascal!" At the time I worshipped SDG. He was supposed to 
be a pure devotee. He was taking me back home, back to Godhead. Raganuga- 
bhakti dasa was his disciple too. How could you do that to your guru? What about 
the offense to a pure devotee? What if he tripped and fell and injured himself or 
someone else? I thought it was reckless, selfish and disrespectful and also possibly 
indicative of an immature understanding or, even worse, a mundane conception of 
the guru disciple relationship in Krsna consciousness. 


Then there was the trip to Jones Beach with a visiting sannyasi from South America, 
Pancadravida Swami. Once again I was allowed to tag along with a group of 
sankirtana devotees. We all piled into a temple van on a hot summer morning and 
headed out of the city. 


We stopped at a gas station on the way to refuel the vehicle. We sat there with the 
rear doors open to let in some fresh air. While we sat there a young lady approached 
us carrying an injured little dog in her arms. She said that her dog was just hit by a 
car and could we please drive her to a nearby hospital. Everyone sat there for a 
moment in uncomfortable silence. 


I was thinking "Oh well, there goes the trip to the beach. We have to help this poor 
little dog." One of the senior sankirtana devotees spoke up. "We are religious monks. 
It's against our religion to have a dog in our vehicle. We are sorry but we cannot 
help you." And the door was unceremoniously shut in her face. 


Wait a minute. What about that Bhagavad-gita verse about the humble sage? 


The humble sage sees with equal cision a leamed and gentle brahmana, a cow, an 
elephant, a dog and a dog-eater (outcaste). (5.18) 


Here is the solution to the problem of racial and class conflicts. Materially 
there are differences between races, classes, species etc, so it is impossible 
to artificially establish equality on the material bodily platform, since the 
different bodies have different qualities, some superior to others. However, 
here we see a wise man who has developed spiritual vision. He sees the 
living entities’ real, spiritual identities, not their material bodily 
designations. He also sees the Supersoul, an expansion of the Lord within 
everyone's heart. Since the soul retains its original transcendental nature, 
regardless of the body it may be temporarily occupying, the wise man sees 
all living entities — brdkmanas (intellectuals), untouchables, male, female, 
dogs, etc, with equal vision. This is true equality. 


(C)Bhaktivedanta Book Trust 


vidya-vinaya-sampanne 
bhahmane gavi hastini 
suni caiva svapake ca 
panditah sama-darsinah 


TRANSLATION 
The humble sage, by virtue of true knowledge, sees with equal vision a learned and 
gentle brahmana, a cow, an elephant, a dog and a dog-eater [outcaste]. 


PURPORT excerpt 
A Krsna conscious person does not make any distinction between species or castes... 
(Srimad Bhagavad-gita, As It Is, Chapter 5, Text 18) 


Nowhere in the full purport does it say "Unless it may interfere with the humble sage 
taking a trip to the beach on a hot summer day. Then the humble sage may make a 
distinction." 


Then there is the pastime of the stray dog that followed Sivananda Sena and took 
darshan of Lord Gauranga and gained liberation. 


(C)Bhaktivedanta Book Trust 


sri-caitanya-padambhoja 
madhupebhyo namo namah 
kathancid asrayad yesam 
svapi tad-gandha-bhag bhavet 


TRANSLATION 

Let me repeatedly offer my respectful obeisances unto the beelike devotees who always 
taste the honey of the lotus feet of Lord Caitanya Mahaprabhu. If even a doggish 
nondevotee somehow takes shelter of such devotees, he enjoys the aroma of the lotus 
flower. 


PURPORT 

The example of a dog is very significant in this connection. A dog naturally does not 
become a devotee at any time, but still it is sometimes found that a dog of a devotee 
gradually becomes a devotee also. We have actually seen that a dog has no respect even 
for the tulasi plant. Indeed, a dog is especially inclined to pass urine on the tulasi plant. 
Therefore the dog is the number one nondevotee. But Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu's 
sankirtana movement is so strong that even a doglike nondevotee can gradually become a 
devotee by the association of a devotee of Lord Caitanya. Srila Sivananda Sena, a great 
householder devotee of Lord Caitanya Mahaprabhu, attracted a dog on the street while 
going to Jagannatha Puri. The dog began to follow him and ultimately went to see 
Caitanya Mahaprabhu and was liberated. Similarly, cats and dogs in the household of 
Srivasa Thakura were also liberated. Cats and dogs and other animals are not expected to 
become devotees, but in the association of a pure devotee they are also delivered. 

(Sri Caitanya-caritamrta Adi-lila, Chapter 10) 


So there is a history of merciful behavior toward dogs and other animals in our 
Sampradaya. 


There was another point to be considered. It was a young woman making the 
request for assistance from a van full of celibate brahmacaris. That would have 
required her to also be transported with the injured animal in close quarters with us, 
which a strict brahmachari might object to. 


The van pulled out of the gas station and we made it to the beach. We chanted some 
bhajans, led by Pancadravida Swami, on the sand at the ocean shore. Some of us 
went for a dip in the cool waters. We did not associate with any bikini clad women or 
girls. We were a group of brahmacaris and one sannyasi. In Vedic culture, 
association with women is restricted for the brahmacari and sannyasa ashramas in 
particular. 


pumsah striya mithuni-bhavam etam 
tayor mitho hrdaya-granthim athuh 
ato grha-ksetra-sutapta-vittair 
Janasya moho 'yam aham mameti 


TRANSLATION 
The attraction between male and female is the basic principle of material existence. On 


the basis of this misconception, which ties together the hearts of the male and female, one 
becomes attracted to his body, home, property, children, relatives and wealth. In this way 
one increases life's illusions and thinks in terms of 'I and mine." 

(Srimad-Bhagavatam, 5.5.8) 


A brahmachari is trained to refrain from sex life. That is brahmachari. Celibacy. But if 
he's still not able then he's allowed to accept grhastha life. There is no cheating, 
hypocrisy, that I proclaim myself brahmachari or sannyasi and I secretly do all 
nonsense. This is hypocrisy. The hypocritic life will not make one advanced in 
spiritual life. There is the example given by Sri Caitanya Mahaprabhu. 


(Then Srila Prabhupada related how Lord Caitanya rejected Chota Haridasa, a 
renunciate who looked lustfully at a young woman, but when He saw that Sivananda 
Sena's wife was pregnant He gave a name to the unborn child.) 


One man, simply he saw with lusty desires a young woman, he was rejected. And 
one man had his wife pregnant He approved it, "That's alright." 


So sex life is not forbidden in this movement, but hypocrisy is forbidden. If you 
become a hypocrite then there is no way. That is Caitanya Mahaprabhu's teaching. 
Chota Haridasa presented himself as a brahmacari and he was looking at a young 
woman, then He understood, he was a hypocrite, reject him. And Sivananda Sen, he 
was a grhastha, grhastha must have children, what is wrong with that? He said yes, 
My remnants of foodstuffs should be given. 


This is Caitanya Mahaprabhu's movement. So our request is, don't be a hypocrite. 
There are four asramas: brahmacari, grhastha, vanaprastha, and sannyasa. 
Whichever asrama is suitable for you, you accept, but sincerely, don't be a hypocrite. 
This is Caitanya Mahaprabhu's movement. He didn't like hypocrisy. Nobody likes 
hypocrisy. Nobody likes. 


But for a person who is seriously engaged in Krsna consciousness, sex life and 
material opulence are not very good (niskincarasya bhajanam...). Therefore 
voluntarily Caitanya Mahaprabhu accepted sannyasa. He was very nicely situated in 
His family life. When He was a family man He married twice. One wife died. He 
married again. But when he took sannyasa He was very, very strict. No woman could 
come very near to Him. This is Caitanya Mahaprabhu's teaching, so we have to 
follow strictly the rule and regulations, if we are serious. (5/23/76, Hawaii, Bhag. 
class) Excerpted from Brahmacarya in Krsna Consciousness and A Brahmacari 
Reader by Bhakti Vikasa Swami, Copyright 1990 


So we swam a little and we chanted the Holy Names together. We associated with 
Pancadravida Swami and we generally kept to ourselves. That was our practical 
application of Lord Caitanya's teachings on brahmachari and sannyasa life. Then we 
left and returned back to home, back to 340 West 55th Street. 


Still, the memory of the door closing in the face of the lady and the injured dog 
bothered me. Any enjoyment I experienced was diminished by my feelings of guilt. It 
could be said that we weren't perfect in our practical application of all aspects of the 
philosophy. Still, in our own faulty way, we were making the endeavor. 


nehabhikrama-naso ’sti 
pratyavayo na vidyate 
svalpam apy asya dharmasya 
trayate mahato bhayat 


In this endeavor there is no loss of diminution, and a little advancement on this path can 
protect one from the most dangerous type of fear. 


PURPORT excerpt 

Activity in Krsna consciousness, or acting for the benefit of Krsna without expectation of 
sense gratification, is the highest transcendental quality of work. Even a small beginning 
of such activity finds no impediment, nor can that small beginning be lost at any stage. 
Any work begun on the material plane has to be completed, otherwise the whole attempt 
becomes a failure. But any work begun in Krsna consciousness has a permanent effect, 
even though not finished. The performer of such work is therefore not at a loss even if his 
work in Krsna consciousness is incomplete. One percent done in Krsna consciousness 
bears permanent results, so that the next beginning is from the point of two percent; 
whereas, in material activity, without a hundred per cent success there is no profit ... 
Srimad Bhagavad-gita, As It Is, Chapter 2, Text 40) 


Finally, there was the time I tried to help the book distributors with their physical 
health. Some of the devotees were experiencing back and leg pains and bodily 
exhaustion after long hours carrying a heavy book bag around all day long while on 
sankirtana. I had some years of experience in maintaining good physical health and 
stamina. I was a member of the varsity basketball team and the track and field team 
in high school. After high school I took up weight training and hatha yoga. I 
possessed realized knowledge in the methods required to alleviate their pains and 
rejuvenate their bodily health. 


I mentioned my experience to the senior sankirtana devotee, Sanjaya dasa prabhu, 
and he was enthusiastic to engage me in that service if it helped in any way to 
increase book distribution while at the same time improving the overall strength and 
vigor of the devotees. I knew of no similar program within ISKCON. Although it was 
approved by Sanjaya I still felt I had to get permission from a higher authority 
before I began such a program. I wrote to SDG to ask his opinion and possible 
permission. Here is the reply I received along with instructions on my question about 
still being on the bodily platform: 


— Acarya & Governing Body Commissioner 


CENTER Sri-Sri Radha-Govinda Mandirz 
340 West 55th Street 
New York, N. Y. 10019 


Dear Jagannatha: 
Please accept my blessings. 


You say you are still on the bodily platform. That is the 
first step in knowledge, so before you go any further you have to 
conquer that misconception. But because you have good faith in 
your relationship with me as your link to Krsna, by regular chant- 
ing and serving--even though it is now imperfect--you will come 
more and more to see yourself and others as spirit soul, servant 
of Krsna. Even now you are probably realizing this more than you 
think. For example, in the Radha-Govinda Mandir, so many God- 
brothers are from different backgrounds--white, black, Spanish, 
Italian, Greek, men and women--but at least in a basic sense I am 

gs sure that you do not discriminate but understand that they are all 
bona fide servants so long as they are following the rules and reg- 
ulations. So this even indicates that you understand beyond the 
bodily platform. Now just develop in this direction. 


As far as exercise for the sankirtana devotees, it is approved 
by me, as long as you don't overdo and then again become on the 
bodily platform. But if we need more strength for executing san- 
kirtana, it is all right. 

Hope this meets you in good health. 


Your ever well-wisher, 


Styenape La 


Satsvarupa das Goswami 


SDG/add 


His Grace Jagannatha das 
ISKCON New York 


Once I had permission we began a very brief program, in terms of time consumed, 
on the day back from sankirtana. Sunday mornings we would perform a few hatha 
yoga asanas and also a few simple calisthenics. That was all. It took only a half hour. 
The results were positive. The hatha yoga stretched the legs and backs and made 
them more supple and pain free. The calisthenics increased the intake of oxygen and 
increased the heart rate resulting in increased lung capacity, increased blood flow 
and more energy. It was quick, simple, required no equipment and everyone 
benefited. 


One morning, after a few weeks of our little exercise program, I was standing across 
the aisle from Sanjaya prabhu during mangala-arati. When he saw that I was looking 
in his direction he did a few jumping-jacks in the kirtana and smiled and laughed. 
That was my transcendental reward and thanks for assisting, in a small insignificant 


way, Srila Prabhupada's ISKCON and the sankirtana movement of Lord Caitanya 
Mahaprabhu. 


That is all I have to offer regarding my personal experiences on the subject of 
sankirtana at 340 West 55th Street. I hope all the Vaisnavas will forgive me for my 
offenses. 


Next Installment - The Parade of the Zonal Acaryas and the Pada Phenomenon 


A Glimpse into Devotional Life at 340 West 
55th Street, Part Ten 


BY: BHAKTA JOHN JAGANNATHA 


Temple Room Ceremony, 340 West 55th Street - 1979 


Jul 16, 2016 — NEW YORK (SUN) — 


THE PARADE OF THE ZONAL ACARYAS AND 
THE PADA PHENOMENON 


In my short time living at 340 West 55th Street, six of the eleven original "zonal 
acaryas" visited and gave lectures. They were Bhagavan Goswami, Bhavananda 
Goswami, Kirtanananda Swami, Ramesvara Swami, Satsvarupa dasa Goswami (New 
York's Zonal Acarya), and Tamal Krsna Goswami. 


I was hoping to write something meaningful concerning these original "zonal 
acaryas" who regularly made pilgrimage to the Hare Krishna Center in Manhattan, 
New York City during the period that I was a resident of that Maha ISKCON temple, 
in 1978 and 1979. 


Then I realized, what could a lowly worm, a bottom feeder, have to say of any 
significance about Srila Prabhupada's early disciples? The line of sight of a maggot is 
lower than low and appallingly limited. But even the lowest of the low is part and 
parcel of the Supreme Personality of Godhead and is capable of appreciation, though 
in a very limited way, of the causeless transcendental mercy and the purifying effect 
on body, mind and soul in the blessed association of the pure devotee son of God. 


His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami, out of compassion for aj// the fallen 
conditioned souls, rescued those initial followers from the dung heap of the material 
world. He picked them up with his lotus hands and lovingly placed them under his 
swan-like transcendental wings. He adopted them. He made them his spiritual sons. 
He bestowed upon them the exalted responsibility of directly assisting him in 
carrying out the order of his spiritual father, His Divine Grace Bhaktisiddhanta 
Sarasvati Thakura, in spreading the holy names —- HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA KRSNA 
KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE - in every 
town and village. 


He gave them his nectarean love, his heart cleansing association, his perfect 
absolute instructions and his empowering blessings. They were made of his mercy. 
He generously supplied them with his personal transcendental literary ecstasies, his 
divine purports to the original Bhagavad-gita As It Is, Srimad-Bhagavatam and Sri 
Caitanya-caritamrta, to guide them unerringly, provided they followed those 
instructions. He did everything humanly and more-than-humanly possible for their, 
and the world's, eternal benefit. 


All that a worm can do is envy them their immense other-worldly good fortune of 
being so inconceivably blessed. They were chosen by the Jagad-Guru Maha- 
Bhagavata Saktyavesa Avatara pure devotee of Lord Caitanya Mahaprabhu and Sri 
Sri Radha Govinda to personally assist him in distributing Love of God to the world. 


So I must necessarily wriggle cautiously, like the lowly grub that I am, among the 
surviving baby sprouts of my diminutive garden of devotional memories, and avoid 
offense - for the sake of Srila Prabhupada because he is their spiritual father, for 
their sake because they are his spiritual children, for the sake of any of Srila 
Prabhupada's siksa disciples who may still be following and worshipping the Zonals 
today, and for the sake of my own worthless bug-like self. 


Although the subject matter herein is focused on the "zonal acaryas", all of Srila 
Prabhupada's early disciples were similarly blessed by him to take up the Sankirtana 
Movement of Lord Caitanya Mahaprabhu. Srila Prabhupada's mercy was available to 
all the boys and girls, who were sent to him by Krsna to chant the Holy Names, 
chant the Holy Names, chant the Holy Names. So although I am speaking of the 
"Zonal acaryas", I know for a fact that they were not the only fortunate souls to have 
the intimate association of the Founder-Acarya of ISKCON at the beginning of the 
movement. 


My envy is not limited to the mercy received by the Zonals. In my enviousness I do 
not discriminate. I envy the unlimited mercy received by all the rest of you early 
disciples too! You were there right next to Srila Prabhupada, hearing the spiritual 
sound vibrations directly from his lotus mouth, chanting and dancing in kirtana with 
His Divine Grace, directly serving him, worshiping him, cooking for him, honoring the 
remnants of his foodstuffs. 


Envy, envy, envy! That is why I am stuck in a material body in the material world - 
envy! 


I met some of you way back in the late 1960's when I was a boy of 14. I was 
attracted to you when I saw you performing harinama sankirtana, chanting and 
dancing on a sidewalk in Manhattan. I just stood there staring. I will never forget it. 
Why didn't you kidnap me and place me at Srila Prabhupada's lotus feet when you 
had the chance? 


The Parade 


In the above photograph Satsvarupa dasa Goswami is seated on a small vyasasana 
next to the much larger, more prominent (as it should be) vyasasana of His Divine 
Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami. That was SDG's vyasasana in the New York 
Temple. When he was not present in the temple there would be a framed garlanded 
photograph of him placed there. Visiting "Zonal acaryas" sat on a similar minor 
vyasasana on the other side of Srila Prabhupada's vyasasana. 


If one of the zonals arrived in the afternoon, there would be a big kirtana to welcome 
him and he would give an arrival address to the assembled devotees. The following 
morning he would give the Bhagavatam class. We are all individual spirit souls with 
unique personalities, experiences and realizations. Likewise, each of the zonals had 
their own personality and their own experiences and realizations in Krsna 
consciousness and preached accordingly. 


Since 340 West 55th Street was in SDG's zone, all of the new devotees were 
expected to surrender to him as their spiritual master. It was an unwritten rule. 
There was no real choice in the matter. SDG was the guru for that zone and anyone 
aspiring for initiation had to surrender to him. 


Unless an individual was strong-willed and independent in thought and very 
knowledgeable in sastra, which I was not, there was no other choice. If someone 
desired initiation from another "zonal acarya" they would possibly have to wait 
longer than the standard six to twelve months for diksa. There was possible verbal 
criticism from authorities and fellow bhaktas for not following the zonal way. There 
was possible isolation from the SDG aspirants who comprised a 100% majority of the 
uninitiated devotees. There was even the possibility of being required to move to 
another temple in another zone. You were swimming against the tide. You were 
definitely not encouraged to investigate the other "Zonal acaryas" to see if you were 
more attracted to them or more enlivened by their preaching and association. 


Here is how it was presented to me. 


After living in the temple for a few months, I was asked by my bhakta leader, 
Niranjana dasa, if I had thought about initiation. Up to that time I was under the 
impression that Srila Prabhupada was my spiritual master. Everything I had learned 
was directly from the teachings of His Divine Grace. Not being a particularly 
inquisitive person, I assumed that Srila Prabhupada was my spiritual master. 


I HAD NO IDEA THAT SRILA PRABHUPADA WAS NO LONGER PHYSICALLY PRESENT! 


As I have mentioned previously, everything was Prabhupada, Prabhupada, 
Prabhupada, Jaya Prabhupada. Prabhupada did this. Prabhupada did_ that. 
Prabhupada said this. Prabhupada said that. All the books we read and studied and 
quoted and followed were Srila Prabhupada’s original unchanged books. We 
worshipped Srila Prabhupada in Guru Puja every morning. All the kirtanas either 
began with or included Srila Prabhupada pranams. As far as I knew, everyone was a 
disciple of Srila Prabhupada. I never went around asking devotees who was their 
guru. I assumed it was Srila Prabhupada. No one ever mentioned that Srila 
Prabhupada had passed away - not in the Bhakta Program, not in Bhagavad-gita 


class and not in Srimad-Bhagavatam class. I never thought to ask either. Why would 
I? 


I had yet to see or hear SDG in New York. So when Niranjana prabhu showed me a 
picture of this very young devotee sitting on a vyasasana, holding a very large bead 
bag in his right hand and a danda in the other with a stern look on his face, and told 
me that he was going to be my guru, I felt disillusioned. 


That's not Prabhupada. Who is that? He looks too young to be a guru. I felt so 
ignorant. Not that that was a new feeling. The feeling of ignorance has been a 
constant one in my life. How could I not know that the Founder-Acarya was no 
longer on the planet? Even though there were all these zonals passing through I 
never put two and two together. Talk about being dumb as a rock. This is a stark 
example of the necessity of inquisitiveness in life in general, and spiritual life in 
particular. 


After that initial feeling of disappointment I followed the instructions of my 
authorities and the unwritten rule and accepted SDG as my spiritual master. ISKCON 
was following the Zonal Acarya System and this was SDG's zone, so I accepted that I 
should aspire to take initiation from him. I was trained to follow orders from a very 
early age. My father was a Marine who demanded absolute obedience. When I was in 
the Navy I followed orders without question. It was in my blood to obey authority. So 
I surrendered and eventually, after a few letters exchanged and two darshans, I 
received hari-nama initiation, diksa, from SDG. 


I surrendered of my own free will. 


I will relate one more incident here concerning my personal experience with the 
"Zonal acarya" system. 


Adi Kesava Swami held an Istha-ghosti in the temple room with all the devotees in 
attendance a few weeks before I was initiated. The theme of the Istha-ghosti was 
pleasing the spiritual master. 


At first he brought up the subject of the current attempt by the authorities to 
arrange a marriage between Vakresvara Pandita dasa and a brahmacarini. She had a 
white body and he had a black body. There were rumors being spread of improper 
behavior and other such things between them. The source of the rumors was not 
mentioned by name but by inference. 


Adi Kesava asked the general audience of devotees "Is this pleasing to Srila 
Prabhupada, the spreading of malicious rumors about his disciples? How is it pleasing 


to our guru when we malign the character of our god-brother and god-sister?" There 
was no response from the assembled devotees. 


Adi Kesava went on. "Ramabhadra, how would you like it if I told your god-brothers 
and god-sisters all the crazy things that you have revealed to me in confidence? 
Would that be pleasing to Srila Prabhupada?" Ramabhadra prabhu sat there and 
shook his head indicating no, it would not. 


In hindsight, it may be said that Adi Kesava also was not pleasing Srila Prabhupada 
by making that embarrassing remark about Ramabhadra before the assembly of 
devotees. 


Adi Kesava paused while that sunk in to everyone's consciousness. The inference 
was obvious even to my dull brain. 


Then he said my name. "What about bhakta John?" 


My heart sank and I wanted to run right out of the temple room. Me? What did I do? 
First rumors of impropriety, then crazy consciousness and now the finger is pointing 
at me. What heinous offense did I commit to displease my guru and have it revealed 
before the entire community of Vaisnavas? This is not good. 


"In his initiation letter to Satsvarupa dasa Goswami, this is one of the reasons that 
bhakta John gave for accepting Satsvarupa Maharaja as his spiritual master. 'My 
body took birth in New York City. New York City is part of your zone. I therefore 
surrender unto you, O Gurudeva, and accept you as my spiritual master.'" 


Adi Kesava continued. "Srila Satsvarupa Maharaja was very pleased with that 
response. We were on the plane traveling and as he read that he showed it to me 
and he was quite pleased. So bhakta John pleased his spiritual master." 


I was pleasantly surprised to be held up as an example of pleasing the spiritual 
master and also relieved. Unfortunately for my spiritual life and SDG's it was a 
concocted system that was perpetrated on the devotees after Srila Prabhupada's 
disappearance. The Zonal Acarya System was bogus. I, and so many other 
unfortunate souls fell for it hook, line and sinker. 


Temple Room Fire Sacrifice, 340 West 55th Street - 1979 


In my humble opinion, that is the preeminent cause of all the current problems in 
ISKCON. The root problem officially manifested in March of 1978 with the 
monumental hoax of eleven conditioned souls masquerading as Maha-Bhagavata 
pure devotees, although the roots began not-so-subtly manifesting years before. 
They were not qualified to become diksa gurus and they were not ordered by Srila 
Prabhupada to become diksa gurus. That weed has never been fully uprooted. It 
spread with the "guru reform" (an oxymoron if there ever was one) movement, and 
then further expanded with the spurious "voted in" guru system, wherein apparently 
unqualified conditioned souls are "voted in" as diksa gurus for the institution by a 
group of similarly unqualified conditioned souls. Today there are more than a 
hundred of these unqualified conditioned souls in ISKCON posing as diksa gurus. 
What we have today may be called pseudo-ISKCON. 


I was not there when Srila Prabhupada's manifest pastimes concluded. There are so 
many differing versions of the events of his last days. He appointed eleven. He didn't 
appoint eleven. He was poisoned. He wasn't poisoned. He wanted all of his disciples 
to come to Vrndavana to see him. He didn't want all of his disciples to come. Some 
disciples say they were prevented from going to see him. Others say that never 
happened. There are so many sides and versions of that crucial time in ISKCON's 
history, that a fallen conditioned soul like me cannot say, with complete conviction or 
indisputable evidence, what the truth is. I only offer my insignificant opinion. Except 
for Srila Prabhupada, only Krsna knows the truth because He is the Absolute Truth. 


What I can say, and I speak only for myself based on my own personal experience, 
is how unlimitedly fortunate I was to have lived in the temple at 340 West 55th 


Street even though Srila Prabhupada was no longer physically present. In 1978 and 
1979, unlike today, the vast majority of devotees who lived in the temple and who 
charitably gave me their Krsna conscious association, were his direct disciples. 


It was a great blessing for me to live in the brahmacari ashram when there were still 
fresh remnants of the purifying dust of Srila Prabhupada's lotus feet in the hearts of 
his disciples. Traces of his transcendental footprints were still visible on the altar, in 
the temple room, in the kitchen, in the prasadam hall and everywhere else in the 
temple he established for Their Lordships Sri Sri Radha Govinda on 340 West 55th 
Street, Manhattan, New York City. 


I learned the true unchanged basics of bhakti yoga from the original teachings of His 
Divine Grace. The day-to-day continuous consistent example of his disciples' spiritual 
humility and loving behavior, and their eager willingness to educate and enlighten 
this fallen fool, set me on the proper path back to home, back to Godhead. 


They weren't forced; it was part of their voluntary service, in separation, to Srila 
Prabhupada. By their selfless actions, they exhibited their sense of duty to their 
spiritual master to freely give Krsna consciousness to the fallen conditioned souls. 


I will forever be in their debt. 


As for the "zonal acaryas" who visited and gave arrival addresses and Srimad- 
Bhagavatam class, I will give my inconsequential impressions of their differing styles 
of preaching. 


Bhagavan Goswami was the first of the Zonals I witnessed giving Srimad- 
Bhagavatam class. I had been a resident for about a week or so. He was soft spoken 
and appeared to be humble. 


Bhavananda Goswami was a bit theatrical, sometimes soft spoken and sometimes 
loud and brash to make a point. I had the impression that his lectures were 
somewhat rehearsed. He would stop sometimes in the middle of a sentence, repeat 
the words he just spoke as if he were remembering his lines, and then he would 
continue. You could tell he enjoyed putting on a performance. I recall in the 80's in 
the Brooklyn temple, he gave a Sunday Feast lecture, and more than once he 
stopped speaking in mid-sentence to pose with a big smile for the devotees in the 
class who were taking pictures of him. 


Kirtanananda Swami gave off a wise grandfatherly vibe. He spoke softly and 
authoritatively. Grandpa had seen it all and done it all and knew it all. 


Ramesvara Swami was fired up about book distribution. Preach, preach, and preach. 
His style was definitely not soft spoken. Even when he spoke in a normal voice and 
volume, it seemed as if he were yelling at you. And then he would yell at you. You 
did not fall asleep in his class. 


Tamal Krsna Goswami was not-so-affectionately called Turmoil Krsna by some of his 
god-brothers. I recall one lecture he gave when there was a young man with long 
blond hair and typical hippie attire in the class. TKG spent almost the entire Srimad- 
Bhagavatam class attempting to convince the young man to surrender. He was not 


successful. I was disappointed because he had claimed in a previous lecture that his 
only opulence, if he had any, was that he could convince people to surrender to 
Krsna. 


Satsvarupa dasa Goswami was also soft spoken in his lectures. In one class, after a 
few of his "zonal acarya" god-brothers had visited and gave well-received classes, he 
made a point of stating that he was not there to "put on a show". "It's not a 
competition." 


Once he mentioned that it wasn't a competition it seemed as if there was a bit of a 
competition, at least in New York, to "put on a show". After all, the news would 
spread quickly to the other temples if so-and-so maharaja fired up the devotees in 
New York to preach. There were disciples to be made and guru daksina to 
accumulate and power to consolidate. It didn't hurt to make a good impression in a 
Maha temple and enhance your reputation as an advanced devotee, which might 
increase your popularity and the number of your disciples. 


Spiritual competition is transcendental, as long as it is actually spiritual. 
The Pada Phenomenon 


"Indeed, the advanced uttama-adhikari Vaisnava devotee should be accepted as a spiritual 
master. Everything one possesses should be offered to him, for it is enjoined that one 
should deliver whatever he has to the spiritual master. The brahmacari in particular is 
supposed to beg alms from others and offer them to the spiritual master. However, one 
should not imitate the behavior of an advanced devotee or Maha-Bhagavata without 
being self-realized, for by such imitation one will eventually become degraded." 

(The Nectar of Instruction, text Five, page 58) 


As far as I understand, the title Prabhupada means the master at whose feet all 
other masters sit. All eleven "Zonal acaryas", in apparent imitation of their spiritual 
master, His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Srila Prabhupada, the Founder- 
Acarya of ISKCON, took similar honorific titles such as Gurupada, Visnupada, 
Bhaktipada, Bhagavatpada, Acharyadeva and so on. 


Prior to the all-merciful intervention of the authentic Maha-Bhagavata devotee of 
Lord Krsna, those same eleven disciples of Srila Prabhupada had spent their lives as 
mlecchas, engaging in illicit sex, meat eating, gambling and intoxication. 


Since His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami accepted the honorific title of 
Prabhupada from his disciples, those original eleven, who now apparently saw 
themselves as equals to their spiritual master, felt that they should also have similar 
honorific titles. One justification they offered was that their disciples would see them 
in a similar light as the Founder-Acarya. It would be good for the faith of their 
followers and ISKCON as a whole. 


I fear that Maya covered them all with a cloak of forgetfulness. They forgot about 
their recent past spent on the mundane platform of existence and began mistakenly 
promoting their ostentatious worship as Maha Bhagavatas. It is tragic that their 
actions caused so many of their god-brothers and god-sisters to leave Srila 


Prabhupada's ISKCON. The mass exodus of Srila Prabhupada's disciples did not seem 
to matter to them once their opulent lifestyles were established. 


In my humble opinion, what mattered most was the swift consolidation of power 
over all of ISKCON. They were transformed by Maya into mad elephants trampling 
their devotional creepers. They similarly crushed anyone who opposed their 
narcissistic hegemony. If you didn't bow down at their feet you would feel those feet 
kicking you out the door. 


Becoming a "pada" was just part of the process of diminishing the paramount 
spiritual stature of the Founder-Acarya, Srila Prabhupada, forcing their god-brothers 
and god-sisters to accept their fabricated elevated position and worship them or 
leave, and taking complete control of all the assets of Srila Prabhupada's ISKCON. 


I apologize if some of my words were harsh. I really tried to be inoffensive but what 
I believe to be the truth got the better of me. 


(To be continued...) 


A Glimpse Into Devotional Life at 
340 West 55th Street, Part Eleven 


BY: BHAKTA JOHN JAGANNATHA 


Serving Nectar in Sri Sri Radha Govinda’s Restaurant, 340W. 55th St. 


Dec 03, 2016 — NEW YORK (SUN) — Part 5. 
Random Remembrances 
I beg for the mercy of the devotees of Lord Krishna that they forgive my faults in 


continuing this humble presentation. I am a person of no significance. My only saving 
grace is that I was allowed for a very short time to associate with the Vaisnava 


devotees of the Lord. I received their mercy regardless of my lack of qualification. I 
was permitted to chant the holy names - HARE KRISHNA HARE KRISHNA KRISHNA 
KRISHNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE - in the 
association of the devotees. I was blessed to receive darshan of the Deities of Sri Sri 
Radha Govinda, Sri Sri Gaura Nitai, Lord Jagannatha, Lord Baladeva and Lady 
Subhadra, and Sri Nathaji. So many nice devotees gave their association to me 
freely and without reservation so that I could make advancement in my spiritual life. 
I thank them all. I owe them many lifetimes of thanks. 


None of these wonderful things could have happened without the mercy of the pure 
devotee - saksad-hari - the most confidential servitor of the Supreme Lord, His 
Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Srila Prabhupada. 


Srila Prabhupada is the ocean of mercy who brought the sankirtana movement of 
Lord Gauranga to the western world. He was the catalyst whose association changed 
the lives of millions. We all owe him unlimited dandavats and unlimited lifetimes of 
devotional service. We are all eternally in his debt. JAI SRILA PRABHUPADA! 


Srila Prabhupada is the ocean of mercy who brought the sankirtana movement of 
Lord Gauranga to the western world. He was the catalyst whose association changed 
the lives of millions. We all owe him unlimited dandavats and unlimited lifetimes of 
devotional service. We are all eternally in his debt. JAI SRILA PRABHUPADA! 


"Ksama, forgiveness, should be practiced, and one should excuse the minor offenses of 
others. Satyam, truthfulness, means that facts should be presented as they are for the 
benefit of others. Facts should not be misrepresented. According to social conventions, it 
is said that one can speak the truth only when it is palatable to others. But that is not 
truthfulness. The truth should be spoken in a straight and forward way, so that others will 
understand actually what the facts are. If a man is a thief and if people are warned that he 
is a thief, that is truth. Although sometimes the truth is unpalatable, one should not refrain 
from speaking it. Truthfulness demands that the facts be presented as they are for the 
benefit of others. That is the definition of truth." 

(Bhagavad-gita As It Is, Ch.10 Texts 4-5, purport excerpt) 


While attending this year's New York City Ratha Yatra, I was approached by so many 
nice devotees who gave me their opinions and comments on the articles in this 
series. I heard nothing negative. The overall reaction was positive. I received 
encouragement from many diverse sources. One devotee, who is a well known 
author of many Krsna conscious books and articles, came up to me while I was 
observing the Alachua community devotees chanting the Holy Names in Washington 
Square Park. I have had very little association with this devotee in my life so I was 
somewhat surprised when he approached me and said "I appreciate the honesty and 
forthrightness of your articles." He then turned around and walked away before I 
could respond with more than a "thank you". 


Although I can only give my side of the story, so to speak, I wish only to speak the 
truth. I wish to be honest and accurate, regardless of how the truth may portray me 
and others in a less than positive light. I pray that the devotees will forgive the 
candid nature of my story. If anyone should complain about being portrayed in a less 
than positive light it is I. My status as an aspiring Vaisnava, as you will see if you 
have not already turned away, is so far below anyone else mentioned herein, and in 


the articles that follow, that they should not take offense at what only amounts to 
the croaking of an annoying frog. The snakes will hear my noisy croaking soon 
enough and, mercifully, I will be silenced. For now I still have a few ribbits (that's 
frog language) left on my frog's tongue. 


The following is a small bit of prologue of events, which I have not covered 
previously, which led me to the Vaisnavas and Srila Prabhupada and Sri Sri Radha 
Govinda. 


A Vaisnava visits the corner bar 


One autumn evening in Ridgewood, Queens, New York City, a curious thing 
happened. A young man in saffron came for a visit. He was not a stranger. He just 
looked strange to me. Ridgewood in the 1970's was a neighborhood of lower middle 
class residents. It was a mix of mostly second and third generation Irish, German 
and Italian immigrants. There were streets and avenues like any other neighborhood. 
The better constructed houses made of brick were on the quiet, less trafficked 
streets and the inferior wood-frame houses were on the busy wider avenues. My 
family lived at 303 Onderdonk Avenue. 


Every few blocks there was either a church or a bar. Right down the block from my 
house was the bar and two blocks farther on was Saint Aloysius Church. I was still in 
my teens. One evening as I was walking past the corner bar I noticed a familiar, yet 
unfamiliar, person standing outside of the bar and conversing with some of the usual 
crowd that patronized the establishment. He was dressed all in pink - pink wool cap, 
pink coat and a pink dress (dhoti). He stood out among the crowd of black leather 
jackets and blue jeans. 


I stopped for a moment, my curiosity aroused by the out-of-the-ordinary scene. As I 
watched from across the street he removed his hat. It was then that I recognized 
him. It was Jack Russo. We both attended the same catholic grammar school, Saint 
Aloysius, when we were children. His elder brother Anthony was in my class and Jack 
was two grades behind in the same class as my younger brother Paul. 


What the heck?! I thought he looked crazy. Why in heck was he wearing a dress? 
And why was his head shaved except for a little pony tail in back? "He must be nuts," 
was what I was thinking. 


At that time I had no recollection of the first time I saw the devotees chanting and 
dancing in Manhattan just a few years before. Then I was a small boy. Now, as a 
teenager, I had many useless interests and endeavors which occupied my rascal 
mind and consciousness, covering over that wonderful memory. I didn't make the 
connection. 


I did not cross the street to talk with him. Why would I want to talk with a bald 
weirdo wearing a dress? I just kept on my way. 


I didn't know at the time that he would be one of the many disciples of Srila 
Prabhupada who gave me the mercy of their association and brought me closer to 
the lotus feet of His Divine Grace. When I began to visit the temple on a regular 
basis Jack even brought me up to his room, which he shared with Ramachandra dasa 


(ACBSP), and we sat together while he preached to me about Krishna consciousness. 
Unfortunately, he left the movement at almost the same time that I moved into the 
temple. His initiated name is Krsna Kirtana dasa (ACBSP). 


A hellish existence 


In 1975 I was discharged from the Navy and I stayed at home for some time. My 
mother had remarried and I did not get along with her new husband. He stole my 
money. I caught him red-handed rifling through my clothes in the middle of the night. 
I moved out and drifted around. I lived with a friend in the neighborhood until he 
moved and I was without a place to live. Eventually I found a small one room 
apartment in an 'SRO', a single room occupancy hotel, on 8th Avenue and 17th 
Street in Manhattan. 


My room was on the fifth floor and you had to climb the five floors up a winding 
spiral staircase as there was no elevator. I shared the room with a little mouse who 
visited from time to time. The unsanitary bathroom and shower were down the hall. 
In the bathroom there was a bare light bulb attached to a wire hanging from the 
ceiling, there was a broken window with no curtain right next to the shower, and the 
shower itself was a 4 legged cast-iron tub with no curtain and only gave very low- 
pressure cold water. Don't even ask about the toilet. There was always some sort of 
noisy argument with yelling and screaming and threats and acts of bodily harm from 
my neighbors. 


Only two of my friends from the old neighborhood came to visit and they were 
shocked and embarrassed for me and my austere living conditions. I worked full- 
time, five days a week, as a messenger near Grand Central Station in Manhattan for 
minimum wage which was $2.30 per hour. A subway token cost 50 cents. There was 
no such thing as a metro card. 


New York City Subway Token from the 1970s 


I was living on sandwiches of cold cuts (slaughtered animal bodies factory processed 
into variously shaped slices and flavors and packaged for human consumption and 
material profit) on white bread and using most of my salary to pay the rent. It was a 
miserable existence, barely making ends meet, living (?) paycheck to paycheck, with 
no hope of improvement. 


From the frying pan into the fire 


My father arrived from Florida one day to visit my elder brother in Ridgewood. When 
he saw my living conditions he didn't hesitate and told me to pack my things and he 
took me to Florida with him. At first I stayed with a relative in Fort Lauderdale but 
that didn't work out so my father arranged for me to move in with my mother in 
Miami. She had divorced her latest husband and she let me live with her. A cousin of 
mine lived nearby and her boyfriend owned a bookstore and he gave me a job. 


What a job! It was an adult bookstore that sold pornographic books and magazines 
and implements. The main business was peepshows. For a quarter you watched a 
portion of an adult movie in a private booth. All it really was was a clandestine 
meeting place for the homosexuals in the area. I worked alone in the store as the 
sole cashier from noon until midnight, six nights a week. The whole enterprise was 
an eye-opening experience, to say the least, but I had no other way to acquire 
money. I worked and saved and ignored the hellish surroundings and waited and 
planned for the day I would have enough money to buy a car and get away from 
everything and everyone. 


One day my father came to visit my mother's apartment. He was aware that I was 
saving to purchase a vehicle and he informed me that a friend of his was selling a car. 
I asked him what his friend's car would cost. He responded "How much do you 
have?" I told him I had saved 650 dollars. "That is exactly how much he is selling it 
for," my father said. 


What a coincidence! 
No. There are no coincidences. 


Needless to say, I never saw the car and I never saw the money again. My father 
stole my money. Being the weak-willed silent type, I said and did nothing. I worked 
a few more weeks and took my salary, said goodbye to my mother and cousin, and 
got on the first bus back to New York City. 


Bhakta John Jagannatha in Miami, Florida 1977 


Lord Caitanya's mercy 


I arrived at the Port Authority building in New York City in December of 1977 with 
only a couple of dollars and my Navy sea-bag packed with my few belongings. Not 
coincidentally, the day I left Florida was the same day His Divine Grace A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Swami concluded his manifest pastimes here on Earth. I found a 
public telephone and called my elder brother and asked him to please come and pick 
me up. He was surprised but he agreed to come and get me, but it would be a few 
hours. So I waited. What else could I do? 


As soon as I finished my phone call, a smiling young black man dressed in a suit and 
tie and wearing thick black-framed glasses came up to me and asked me if I was 
new in town. I gave him a suspicious look and said curtly, "No." "Are you waiting for 
someone?" he asked. "Yeah," I said in a more unfriendly tone. He reached into the 
bag he was carrying on his shoulder and pulled out a black hardcover book and 
handed it to me. "Here is something to read while you wait. Just give a donation, 
whatever you can give." He stood in front of me, still smiling. 


"All of these were great kings and were especially favored by the Supreme 
Personality of Godhead. If a devotee is not mature, the Supreme Lord will take away 
all his opulence. This principle is stated by the Supreme Personality of Godhead - 
yasyaham anugrhnami harisye tad dhanam sanaih: 'My first mercy shown to My 
devotee is to take away all his material opulence.' Material opulence detrimental to 
devotional service is taken away by the Supreme Lord, whereas a person who is 
mature in devotional service is given all material facilities." 
(Srimad Bhagavatam, 4.30.19, purport excerpt) 


My great fortune is this - As can be seen throughout my current lifetime, Krishna has 
continually given His mercy to me. Time after time after time the Supreme 
Personality of Godhead has taken away all my material attachments and opulence in 
order to bring about my complete surrender to Him. Time after time after time Srila 
Prabhupada has reached out through his surrendered disciples and offered the 
cooling rays of the benediction moon, the mercy of Lord Caitanya's sankirtana 
movement, to this fool. 


My great misfortune is this — I still have not learned my lesson. In other words, after 
three score and more years, aS anyone who knows me can testify, I am still a 
stubborn, puffed-up, ignorant, immature, fallen devotee who refuses to surrender. 
As in the above verse, I am still at the beginning stage, the neophyte stage, the 
kanistha-adhikari stage, the first mercy, the removal of material attachments, and 
have not made any spiritual progress in so many years. 


(To be continued... ) 


MORE PROLOGUE: THE FIRST TIME 


By Bhakta John Jagannatha 


The first time that I saw the Hare Krishna devotees was in 1969. My father took me to his 
job in Manhattan. He was employed as a printer for a public relations company on 
Lexington Avenue and 59th Street. I spent the day collating stacks of papers. I was 14 
years old at the time. 


My father took me out to eat during his lunch break. We were walking down a typical 
crowded city street when I was stopped in my tracks. 


A group of about a dozen young men and women wearing pink, white, orange and 
different colored robes were dancing and singing. They were lined up in a row along the 
curb, men on one end and ladies on the other end, swaying side to side in rhythm with the 
music. The men all had shaved heads. They were playing drums and cymbals. 


I just stopped dead in my tracks and stared at them. I had never seen or heard anything 
like it in my short life. I was mesmerized. And I remember feeling sad and worried about 
them. They all looked so pale to me. I wondered, how do these people live? Were they 
living on the street? While I was standing and staring, a beat up old van pulled up behind 
the chanters and the rear doors opened and a few more men and women came out of the 
back with more instruments and joined the others. 


After a few moments my father realized he was walking alone and came back to find me 
and take me to lunch with him. I will never forget that first contact, in this lifetime, with 
Krishna Consciousness. With Srila Prabhupada's disciples. More than forty years have 
gone by and I still remember it just like it was yesterday. 


The first time that I purchased one of Srila Prabhupada's books was Christmas in 1972. I 
was 17 years old at the time and completely disillusioned with just about everything in 
the world - wars and famines, poverty and racism, and especially Christmas 
commercialism. I just wanted to get away from everything for the night, so I hopped on a 
train and went to the Port Authority bus terminal in Manhattan. I bought a stack of my 
favorite Marvel comic books and found a secluded seat in a waiting lounge and planned 
to just read my comics all night and forget about everything else. 


It was well past midnight when a young black man sat down next to me. He started 
making comments about the great artwork of Marvel comics. I did my impersonal best to 
ignore him. But he wasn't going away. I knew from experience that he was either begging 
or selling. I was still ignoring. But he was persistent. 


I finally looked at him as he was pulling something out of a cloth bag that was slung over 
his shoulder. He took out a small soft-cover edition of Krsna book Vol. I. He then started 
praising the wonderful artwork of the Krsna book. He opened the book and showed me 


the paintings inside. I was definitely attracted to the other-worldly activities portrayed on 
the pages. 


I gave him a five dollar bill and took the book and he left me alone. I looked at the 
transcendental pictures after he left and I started to read the first page. I couldn't get past 
the first few sentences. I couldn't understand a word. How dull was/am I? But I liked the 
paintings of Krishna's pastimes and I paid five dollars for it, so I kept the book. A couple 
of days later I gave the book to a friend who saw it in my room at home and asked if he 
could read it. A few years later that friend taught me how to chant the Hare Krishna Maha 
Mantra and the Panca Tattva Mantra. 


The first time that I visited a Hare Krishna temple was in January of 1978. A small group 
of friends practically dragged me to the Radha Govinda Mandir in Manhattan. One of the 
friends was the person that received that first Krsna book. Another friend in the group 
was a former girlfriend who also received a small Krsna book from me. 


On December 7, 1973 I joined the United States Navy and was on my way to boot camp 
in the Great Lakes region. I was standing in a terminal with a large group of recruits in 
Chicago's O'Hare Airport when a pair of Hare Krishnas in full regalia - shaved heads, 
tilak, dhoti and kirta - started hitting up everyone in my group for donations. I knew what 
was coming next. Without thinking, I pulled a dollar out of my pocket. Without looking I 
gave one of the devotees the dollar and he gave me a Krsna book. When I got to boot 
camp, I sent the book in the mail to my girlfriend. She was initiated by one of the original 
11 about a year after I was. 


We took the subway to the city on a Sunday evening and soon we were on 55th Street 
and 8th Avenue. I want to describe properly how I felt when I stood in front of the 
entrance to the temple. The first sensation that hit me was the aroma - an alluring mix of 
incense, flowers and something else that I never smelled before - Radha Govinda 
prasadam! That irresistible scent wafted out through the front doors and onto the street 
and surrounded me and gently pulled me inside. 


A Glimpse Into Devotional Life at 340 West 
55" Street, Part Twelve 


BY BHAKTA JOHN JAGANNATHA 


The Story of Butter and Fire (A Third Person Narrative) 


Bhaktivedanta Book Trust 


catur-vidha bhajante mam 
janah sukrtino ’rjuna 
arto jijnasur artharthi 
jnani ca bharatarsabha 


TRANSLATION - 

O best among the Bharatas [Arjuna], four kinds of pious men render devotional service 
unto Me — the distressed, the desirer of wealth, the inquisitive, and he who is searching 
for knowledge of the Absolute. 


PURPORT excerpt - 

Unlike the miscreants, these are adherents of the regulative principles of the scriptures, 
and they are called sukrtina, or those who obey the rules and regulations of scriptures, the 
moral and social laws, and are, more or less, devoted to the Supreme Lord. Out of these 
there are four classes of men — those who are sometimes distressed, those who are in need 
of money, those who are sometimes inquisitive, and those who are sometimes searching 
after knowledge of the Absolute Truth. These persons come to the Supreme Lord for 
devotional service under different conditions. These are not pure devotees because they 
have some aspiration to fulfill in exchange for devotional service. Pure devotional service 
is without aspiration and without desire for material profit. The Bhakti-rasamrta-sindhu 
defines devotion thus: 


anyabhilasitasunyam jnana-karmady-anavrtam 
anukulyena krsnanusilanam bhaktir uttama 


“One should render transcendental loving service to the Supreme Lord Krsna favorably 
and without desire for material profit or gain through fruitive activities or philosophical 
speculation. That is called pure devotional service.” 
(Srimad Bhagavad-gita As It Is, Chapter 7, Text 16) 


More than once upon a time there was a young man named John who joined the Hare 
Krishna Movement. He was not exactly pious having engaged in illicit sex life and 
intoxication and gambling and meat eating prior to his affiliation with the International 
Society for Krishna Consciousness. He was a mix of all four of the above mentioned 
types of pious men who render devotional service to the Supreme Lord. He was certainly 
experiencing a distressful material existence, he was in need of money, he was somewhat 
inquisitive about life in general and he had been subconsciously searching, during his 
brief existence, for the Absolute Truth. 


He was also a seeker of adventure. He was single and unattached, a bachelor. He was in 
his early twenties. He had traveled to different parts of the world while in the United 
States Navy. In his early youth he filled his head with comic book adventure stories. He 
read all types of science fiction and fantasy and adventure novels. He left home years ago 
and never looked back. 


So when he was introduced to the devotees residing in the ashrama in Manhattan and 
learned all about their lifestyle, he unhesitatingly joined them. For him it was a 
transcendental adventure. And what an adventure it was! To hear him tell it, it was the 
best time of his life. It was, to him, a never-never land, a nirvana, a utopia. He was 
actually living in, and was an active participant in, a spiritual community. 


He came from very humble beginnings and now he was living in a Manhattan skyscraper. 
He went from a peasant’s barn to a rich man’s castle. After years working in Manhattan 
as a foot messenger and making deliveries to rich people’s penthouse apartments and 
envying them their elite positions in life, he was now living among them. 

For the most part, he was earnest in his attempt to assimilate and conform to all the 
different rules and regulations, customs and traditions, of his new found lifestyle. He 
wanted to absorb himself completely in his new exciting exhilarating spiritual culture. 


Let us jump ahead a bit. He is shaved up and wearing dhoti and tilaka and following the 
regulative principles and chanting 16 rounds every day of the Hare Krishna Maha mantra 
— HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA KRSNA KRSNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA 
HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE. He rises early every morning and attends 
the morning and evening programs and engages in devotional service. 


He is attracted to the Deities of Lord Jagannatha, Lord Baladeva and Lady Subhadra. 
Sometimes he chants the prayers of the Sri Jagannathastaka while taking Their darshan. 
He is also drawn to the painting of Srila Jagannatha das Babaji which hangs on the wall 
behind the vyasasanas in the temple room. Every day, when there is no one else in the 
temple room, he quietly chants some of his rounds while sitting on the floor near the 
Babaji’s painting. His relationship with the Babaji is private and very personal. 
Sometimes he has questions which he addresses to him. Other times he expresses his 
desires. One of those desires was to receive the spiritual name of Jagannatha dasa. He 
prayed to the Babaji for that boon. 


One Sunday morning, during a Srimad-bhagavatam class, a funny thing happened. There 
were many funny things which happened during Srimad-bhagavatam classes. This is just 
the one that has to do with the title of this chapter. 


During class the speaker would be seated in the middle of the south side of the temple 
room facing north. The assembled devotees would be facing him with the matajis to his 
right nearest the vyasasanas. The men would sit to his left nearest the Deities. The senior 
devotees, both men and women, would be seated in front and behind them the less senior 
and so on to the back of the room where the newest devotees would sit. The men and 
women were separate. 


Bhakta John was seated towards the rear with a group of his fellow bhaktas. While 
listening as well as he could to the lecture he noticed that a young mataji, seated closer to 
the front than he, turned her head and looked at him. A few minutes later she did it again. 
And then again. 


A brahmacari is not supposed to have any association with a woman. The general rule in 
the temple at the time regarding this — don’t look at the women and don’t talk to the 
women except for “pass the salt, please.” All courtesy and respect and gentlemanly 
attitude and action should be present in any dealings but association should be avoided if 
possible. 


He couldn’t help but notice the brahmacarini now. She had very dark brown skin and 
curly black hair. He wondered why she was looking at him. He did not know her. This 
was the first time he was even aware of her existence. He tried in vain to pay attention to 
the speaker but his concentration was lost. 


When the lecture was over and the devotees left the temple room he joined his little group 
of bhaktas in the hallway. There was Bhakta Al, Bhakta Mitch, Bhakta Barry, Kaunteya 
das prabhu and a few others gathered just outside the doorway and engaged in a private 
discussion. Bhakta John joined the group just as Bhakta Al was saying “she was looking 
at me.” Then Kaunteya prabhu retorted ‘No, she was looking at me!” Then someone else 
proclaimed “You're all wrong prabhus. She was definitely looking at me.” To which the 
group chuckled in unison. Bhakta John kept his opinion to himself. No sense adding his 
own foolishness to the growing embarrassing pile. 


Bhakta John and his fellow bhaktas went on with their devotional service that day. Since 
it was a Sunday there were plenty of pots and pans in Srimati Radharani’s kitchen to be 
scrubbed. There were fruits and vegetables to be washed and cut and the whole activity of 
Bhakta John’s day was helping to prepare the Free Sunday Love Feast. 


Part of Bhakta John’s service was setting up the tables for serving the prasadam. He had 
to unfold them and place them in rows in the rooms on the third floor. There were serving 
containers and utensils to be brought up from the kitchen. There were plastic spoons and 
paper plates to be distributed. 


While in the midst of all this devotional activity a not-so-funny thing happened. He was 
alone in one of the rooms setting up the containers of prasadam when in walks the very 
same young mataji who all his fellow bhaktas were discussing that morning. She walked 
directly to him. He was standing behind a table and she was on the other side. 

She smiled at him. He smiled at her. And that was that. 

Just one look — that’s all it took. 


They were in maya. Neither one of them said a word. They just smiled at each other and 
then she left. 


nanv agnih pramada nama 
ghrta-kumbha-samah puman 
sutam api raho jahyad 
anyada yavad-artha-krt 


TRANSLATION — 

Woman is compared to fire, and man is compared to a butter pot. Therefore a man should 
avoid associating even with his own daughter in a secluded place. Similarly, he should 
also avoid association with other women. One should associate with women only for 
important business and not otherwise. 


PURPORT — 

If a butter pot and fire are kept together, the butter within the pot will certainly melt. 
Woman is compared to fire, and man is compared to a butter pot. However advanced one 
may be in restraining the senses, it is almost impossible for a man to keep himself 
controlled in the presence of a woman, even if she is his own daughter, mother or sister. 
Indeed, his mind is agitated even if one is in the renounced order of life. Therefore, Vedic 
civilization carefully restricts mingling between men and women. If one cannot 
understand the basic principle of restraining association between man and woman, he is 
to be considered an animal. That is the purport of this verse. 

(Srimad-bhagavatam, 7 Canto, 12" Chapter, 9" Text) 


Here is a joke which Bhakta John heard once. A brahmacari approached a brahmacarini 
in the temple. The brahmacari said to the brahmacarini — “I’m in maya and you’re in 
maya. Why don’t we be in maya together?” 


No. Bhakta John never tried that. Bhakta John never even spoke to the smiling mataji. 
But he was melting. During Tulasi kirtanas he began to notice the young mataji and 
would surreptitiously glance at her as she danced. He saw grace and beauty in her 
movements. 


What about the transcendental grace and beauty of Srimati Tulasi devi? 


When he prayed beneath the painting of the Babaji his thoughts went to her. He even 
prayed and petitioned the Babaji to please arrange for him to marry the particular mataji. 


What about the desire to be named Jagannatha dasa? What about prayers for Lord 
Jagannatha, Lord Baladeva and Lady Subhadra? 


This was just one of many non-devotional instances which accumulated and eventually 
led to his gross spiritual fall down. Actually, from the first mutual smiles, they both were 
considered to have fallen down. It may be considered more subtle than gross but it was a 
fall down. 


You are a poor ignorant foolish person, Bhakta John. 


Not a word was spoken between them. Not one activity shared. No association at all. And 
he was lost in the lap of maya. A short time later, maybe a month or so, she left the 
temple. She never left his mind and heart. They did, either by Krishna’s arrangement or 
maya’s, depending on your point of view, cross paths months later in the temple in Puerto 
Rico. They eventually married. 


Did they live happily ever after? 


Bhakta John received the name Jagannatha dasa at initiation. Unfortunately it was from a 
fallen sannyasa and therefore not bona fide. He received the woman he prayed for as a 
wife. Unfortunately she had an underlying mental disease which eventually caused her to 
lose her grip on reality and she now lives in an assisted-care facility. Bhakta John has 
been living a solitary existence since the turn of the century. 


Even so, he still chants Hare, Krishna and Rama. He still aspires to be a Vaisnava 
devotee of the Lord. What is the alternative? There is no alternative, there is no 
alternative, there is no alternative than to chant the holy names, chant the holy names, 
chant the holy names! 


aslisya va pada-ratam pinastu mam 
adarsanam marma-hatam karotu va 
yatha tatha va vidadhatu lampato 

mat-prana-nathas tu sa eva naparah 


I know no one but Krsna as my Lord, and He shall remain so even if He handles me 
roughly by His embrace or makes me brokenhearted by not being present before me. He 
is completely free to do anything and everything, for He is always my worshipful Lord, 
unconditionally. 

(Sri Sri Siksastaka, Verse 8) 


Please be careful what you pray for, prabhus and matajis. You just might get it. 


To be continued... 


340 WEST 55" STREET 


A SECOND GLIMPSE 
By Bhakta John Jagannatha 


YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED 


TO ATTEND A SUMPTUOUS TRANSCENDENTAL 
FEAST EVERY SUNDAY AT 5 P.M. AS WELL AS 
DAILY CLASSES IN BHAGAVAD-GITA AND 
BHAKTI-YOGA AT 7 A.M. AND 7 P.M. AT THE 


HARE KRISHNA CENTER 


340 WEST 55th STREET, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10019 
CALL (212) 765-8610 FOR INFORMATION 
TAKE ANY TRAIN TO 59th ST. & COLUMBUS CIRCLE 


Hare Krishna. First and foremost I humbly prostrate myself before the Vaisnava devotees 
of the Supreme Personality of Godhead, Sri Krishna, and beg their forgiveness for all my 
offenses, mistakes, illusions, imperfections and cheatings. 


My personal experiences on the path of devotional service are similar to so many others, 
yet not quite the same. These experiences are by their nature varied and numerous 
because the successes and failures or the joys and sorrows of a particular prabhuji or 
mataji are bound to be different. The particular time, place and circumstance in which a 
person's body takes birth, the particular environment of persons, places and things in 
which a person lives and grows and the particular impediments and obstacles he or she 
has to overcome to attain the summum bonum of life; all these factors produce 
innumerable fresh unique experiences and realizations in bhakti yoga or Krishna 
consciousness. I encourage everyone to write about their experiences as aspiring 
Vaisnavas. 


As may be seen from the list below from the 1979 Vyasa Puja Book offered to Srila 
Prabhupada, numerous spirit souls were residents of 340 West 55 ” Street. They lived and 


associated together and had many Krishna conscious pastimes. 


My story is just one of many. 


Your eternal servants at Sri Sri Radha-Govinda Mandira, 


Adi Kesava Svami / Jayddvaita Svami / Bhakti-tirtha Svami / Romapada dasa / Laksmi- 
Nrsirmha dasa / Vakresvara Pandita dasa / Muralivadaka dasa / Safijaya dasa / Kavidatta dasa 
Raganuga-bhakti dasa / Yaduganguli dasa / Nama-sankirtana dasa / Jada Bharata dasa / 
Mahaprabhu dasa / Kesiha dasa / Paramdhdma dasa / Yamarija dasa / Raya Krsna dasa / 
Bhakta Ceasar / Ariha dasa / Bhakta Steve / Viévatomukha dasa / Divyalilé dasa / Krsna- 
nama dasa / Darukadasa / Ramabhadra dasa / Sriladasa / Kaliya-Krsna dasa / 

Vyasapada dasa / Prihu dasa / Bhakta Raul / Janmastami dasa / Jiva-tattvadadsa / ROpa- 
Sandtana dasa / Abhimanyu dasa / Jagannétha dasa / Bhakta Raymond / Bhakta Scott / 
Devarata dasa / Hari-kirtana dasa / Trilokesvara dasa / Krta-krt dasa / Tattvavil dasa / 
Sarvabhauma dasa / Jambavan dasa / Bhakta Tom Consavage / Radha-sarana dasa / 
Makalisana dasa / Atmarama disa / Vedavyasa-priya dasa / Kesihanta dasa / 

Kirmaripa dasa / Dinasarana dasa / Sri Gopala dasa / Bhakta Steve / Bhakta Maurice / 
Bhakta Jeffery / Bhakta Charles / Siddhajana dasa / Krsna-bhakti dasa / Tosana Krsna dasa / 
Nanda-kisora dasa / Bhimasena dasa / Devadeva Jagatpate dasa / Madhava dasa / 
Gokularafijana dasa / Paramaradhya dasa / Urjasvat dasa / Adhoksaja dasa / Taraka dasa / 
Rasaraja dasa / Agraya dasa / Nirafjana dasa / Damodara dasa / Bhakta Jose / Bhakta Happy 
Darpaha dasa / Bhakta Bob / Pankajanabha dasa / Kapindra dasa / Vaikunthadeva dasa / 
Paru dasa / Vidyabhisana dasa / Gadidhara Pandita dasa / Bindu Madhava dasa / 
Karnapura dasa / Bhakta Richard / Harnsartpa dasa / Mathuresa dasa / Saruttama dasa / 
Satyaraja dasa / AkrOradasa / Bhakta Jerry / Bhakta Manny / Bhakta Ray / Bhakta Al 
Harrington / Viprahita dasa / Bhakta Roberto / Visnugada dasa / Puspagopala dasa / 
BhOmipati disa / Yogendra dasa / Bhakta Don / Yudhisthira dasa / Bhakta Mitch / 
Nirantara dasa / Krsna-kirtana dasa / Aniruddha dasa / Aksaya dasa / Tirthapada dasa / 
Dhanvantari dasa / Madana-mohana dasa / Bhakta Richard Campbell / Bhakta Barry / Arun 
Patel / Jaya Prabhupada dasa / Jagajivana dasa / Krsna-sneha dasa / JAdna-gamya dasa / 
Catur-vyOha dasa / Bhakta Pete / Prana dasa / Sadacira dasa / Krsnotkirtana dasa / 

Preraka dasa / Bhima disa / Bhita-bhavana dasa / Hari Murari dasa / Bhakta Tony / Bhakta ° 
Sam / Jyostna dasa / Bhakti-jfina dasa / Kaunteya dasa / Bharata dasa / Pravocara dasa / 
Bhakta John C. / Janmadyasya dasa / Visvamarti dasa / Vatsalya disa / Bhakta Walter, Sr. / 
Bhakta Walter, Jr. / Bhakta Eddie Green / Bhakta Jose / Bhakta Eduardo / Antima dasa / 
Bhakta Ivan / Afjana dasa / Bhaktivinoda disa / Adhya dasa / Nimai Pandita dasa / 
Visvesvara dasa / Dharmadasa / Nandiki dasa / Adarsi dasa / Badari-Naradyana dasa / 
Vydsaputra dasa / Sivaratri dasa / Subhadra-devi dasi / Kamra-devi dist / Bhaktin Linda / 
Dina-bandhu-devi das! / Bhaktin Electra / Ragatmika-devi das! / Rukmini-priya-devi das / 
Molaka-devi dasi / Krsna-katha-devi dasi / Daksinaviri-devi dist / Seva-devi dasi / Maha- 
laksmi-devi das! / Gangagati-devi dasi / Bhaktin Rhonda / Jarati-devi dasi / Nanda-devi das} 
Vraja-vanesvari-devi dasi / Yamuna-devi das! / Bhaktin Esther / Pavant-devi dasi / Sunita- 
devi dasi / Jahnava-<devi dasi / Naradi-devi dasi / Acyutapriya-devi das! / Devaki-devi disi / 
Bhaktin Lisa / Bhaktin Remati / Jambavati-devi dasi / Bhaktin Ramona / Madana-mohana- 
devidast / Bhaktin Revatl / Vrajamandala-devi dasi / Bhaktin Elaine / Bakula-devi dasi / 
Bhaktin Clemencia / Bhaktin Margarita / Madri-devi dasi / Lalita-sakhi-devi dasi / 
Mahamaya-devi dasI / Murari-devi dasi / Syama-devi dasi / Mahdvegavati-devi das! / 
Ananta-devi das] / Madhavi-devi dast / Bhaktin Esperanza / Bhaktin Mary / Bhaktin Joanne 
Tulasi-devi dast / Nirafijana-devi dast / Janani-devi dasi / Radhfrani / Vidura / Madhava / 
Laksmana / Mangala-arati / Kesava / lSvara Puri / Bhakta Ken / Jagannatha Puri / Asoka 
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I was a young fool of twenty-three years when I lived in 340 West 55"" Street in 
Manhattan. Now I’m an old fool of sixty three years living in Ridgewood. Four decades 
separate the two fools. Yet both exist simultaneously in my consciousness. I am able to 


view, as it is sometimes said “with the mind’s eye”, scenes from the past of my current 
existence in this particular material body, via the subtle aspects. 


Please accompany me, once again, as I travel forty years into that past, to revisit my time 
as a young man, artlessly searching for his self, in the association of the merciful 
residents of Sri Sri Radha Govinda Mandir, the disciples of His Divine Grace A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Swami. 


Pukka Vaisnava 


I had been living the life of a sadhaka for six months. I knew pretty much all I needed to 
know. Didn’t I? I chanted sixteen rounds of the maha-mantra every day. I followed the 
four regulative principles. I could dress in dhoti, kurta and tilaka with ease, although I 
knew only one basic style. I read the Bhagavad-gita, As It Is cover to cover. I attended 
Srimad-Bhagavatam and Bhagavad-gita class daily. Six days a week I went on harinama 
sankirtana in Times Square. I was engaged in devotional service 24/7. I was looking 
forward to the possibility of harinama initiation in the near future. 


The young brahmacarini, the one I never spoke to but only shared a smile, the object of 
my foolish mundane attraction and desire, was just...gone. Just like that. She left the 
temple. My brief dalliance with illusion was over. Or was it? 


Instead of seeing the true nature of the young mataji, I was seeing only the covering. I 
was thinking of mundane sense gratification. Thinking, feeling and willing. I was seeing 
her as an object of sex desire instead of respecting her as a fellow spirit soul on the path 
back to home, back to Godhead. 


Once my thinking was stinking in that way, I began seeing everyone else in that way. 
“You're not spirit soul, you’re that body.” 


I believe its called frustration of material desires. My resultant skewed perception of 
reality I believe is called emotional immaturity. Instead of seeing my shortcomings and 
realizing and accepting the truth of my fallen condition, I began to project those 
shortcomings onto my perception of others. 


After Mangala-arati one morning, I walked downstairs to the restaurant for some Krishna 
conscious association with my friend and god-brother Bhakta Al. His Grace Hamsarupa 
dasa prabhu (ACBSP) was the restaurant manager. I stood in front of the serving counter 
impeccably dressed, in my mind, when Hamsarupa prabhu carried in some serving trays 
and placed them behind the counter. 


Hamsarupa prabhu then praised me for being an exemplary bhakta. Most of Srila 
Prabhupada’s disciples that gave me their association were like that; ready to offer praise 
and encouragement for any accomplishment, great or small. The phrase he used stuck in 


my consciousness — “pukka Vaisnava’’. If you describe something or someone as pukka, 
you mean that they are real or genuine, and of good quality. 


The Fly 


Ordinarily, I enjoyed chanting japa congregationally in the temple room with the 
brahmacaris. Every morning over a hundred aspiring Vaisnavas begged the Lord to 
please engage them in His devotional service and I was happy to be a part of it. 


I sat down with my back to one of the pillars in the temple room and tried to chant. Some 
devotees stood on the sides, some sat like me, some circumambulated. Everyone was 
chanting the Holy Names —- HARE KRISHNA HARE KRISHNA KRISHNA KRISHNA 
HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE. 


This morning, I noticed things which I never noticed before. I found fault in every 
direction. 


I noticed some of the devotees circumambulating the temple room had dirty feet. 
My mind said “You’re supposed to wash your feet before entering the temple room.” 


One diminutive devotee would walk heavy on his heels, and though he weighed maybe 
90 pounds soaking wet, now his footfalls, every time he passed by, were more like noisy 
mini-bombs “boom boom boom” shaking my shallow concentration. 


I looked around at the devotees chanting. Some shook their heads from side to side and 
back and forth and round and round. Just looking at them was making me dizzy. Some 
had a finger of the left hand digging into the left ear to hear their chanting. Some pale- 
faced brahmacaris had crimson red faces from the intense effort of personal sravanam 
kirtanam. Over-sized rows of clashing gnashing teeth kept popping out of those scarlet 
faces on every “Krishna Krishna”! 


Then “Boom! Boom! Boom!” again, and more dirty feet kicking up dust and not dust 
from “lotus feet’! 


A devotee sits down next to me. The prabhu’s body odor overwhelms my agitated senses. 
My mind says “Prabhu, you’re supposed to stand under the water when you shower. 
Apparently the prabhu prefers air baths to ones utilizing soap and water.” 


The Bee 
Exercising some minor self-awareness, I rise and leave the temple room to avoid more 
offensive thoughts. I find a quiet space. Sitting on the couch in the hallway of the lobby 


across from the elevator and near the main entrance, I attempt to chant japa. 


Barely one Hare Krishna escapes my lips when a brahmacari, who is a complete stranger 
to me, steps through the front doors and walks directly to me. 


My mind whines, “Who the heck is this and why the heck is he coming over here to 
bother me? Can’t he see I’m chanting my rounds?” 


With hands folded he prayerfully requests “Please accept my humble obeisances,” and is 
in full dandavats before I quickly all-in-one-motion jump up and say “Please accept 
mine,” and fall face-first to the floor and we are both at full flat-out head-to-head 
dandavats. 


vancha-kalpatarubhyas ca krpa-sindhubhya eva ca 
patitanam pavanebhyo vaisnavebhyo namo namah 


We both stand and exchange Hare Krishnas with hands folded and heads slightly bowed 
pranams. He went to the temple room and I went back to my seat on the couch and tried 
to chant japa. 


My mind and my false ego both exclaim in unison, “See! We told you! You are a pukka 
Vaisnava! Even complete strangers recognize your transcendental qualities!” 


Never mind my current offensive thoughts, desires and actions. 

Self-awareness? What’s that? 

This is maya or that which is not. 

Soon it was time for Sringara-arati and Guru-puja and Srimad-Bhagavatam class. 
As Krishna would arrange it, the class was given by the brahmacari I just met. 


The following excerpted paragraphs are similar to the type of class I was privileged to 
hear that morning. 


“T offer my most humble obeisances unto the lotus feet of my spiritual master and eternal 
father, His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada, and beg from His 
Divine Grace his kind mercy. Without the mercy of His Divine Grace, it is completely 
beyond the power of this most unqualified pupil to utter even a fraction of a single word 
describing the transcendental qualities of the Supreme Lord, Sri Krsna. I therefore 
completely and fully depend on the kind and causeless mercy of my eternal father, Srila 
Prabhupada.”* 


“There are innumerable atmas (living entities), each being a quantum of consciousness. 
Each atma resides temporarily in an ephemeral biological form, according to the atma’s 
consciousness. This consciousness is due to the atma alone, but the content of the atma’s 
consciousness 1s due to its interactions with the particular body it occupies. The material 
body can be divided into two categories: the gross and the subtle. The subtle body is 
made up of mind, intelligence, and the apparent self (or the false identification of one’s 


self with the material body). The gross body is made up of the five gross elements — solid 
matter, liquids, radiant energy, gases, and ethereal substances. The interaction of the 
individual atma with the gross and subtle bodies produces inconceivably complex 
reactions, which cannot be explained by simple chemistry and physics in the living cell. 
That is why chemistry and physics cannot explain why there is so much difference 
between a living body and a dead one. Simply put, when the individual living being 
leaves the body, the live body becomes dead matter — although all the chemicals 
necessary for the functioning of the living organism are still present.” ** 


“The main trouble with material scientists is that they generally neglect the most 
important and fundamental aspect of their inquiries. For example, when Newton saw the 
falling of the apple, he asked why and how the apple fell. However, he did not inquire 
who caused the falling of the apple. As an answer to his inquiry, he discovered the laws 
of gravitation. His answer was that the apple fell because of the laws of gravitation. But 
who made the laws of gravitation? Srila Prabhupada kindly explains that the apple did not 
fall while green but while ripe. Therefore Newton's gravitational theory was not enough 
to explain the falling of the apple. There is some other cause behind the total scene of the 
falling and, thereby, behind the law of gravitation. That cause is Lord Sri Krsna. In 
Bhagavad-gita we find, vasudevah sarvam iti: "Krsna is the cause of all causes." 
Furthermore, scientists have to know that the little ability they have is also given by the 
Lord. Krsna says, paurusam nrsu: "\ am the ability in man." * 


“We therefore humbly request everyone — scientists, philosophers, businessmen, 
politicians, etc. — to please chant the maha-mantra: Hare Krsna, Hare Krsna, Krsna Krsna, 
Hare Hare/ Hare Rama, Hare Rama, Rama Rama, Hare Hare. This will cleanse the 
accumulated dust from the heart and lead to the understanding of Krsna consciousness, 
the supreme absolute science, the ultimate goal of life.”* 


Then he was known as Svarupa Damodara dasa Brahmacari 
(ACBSP). 


He offered obeisances to me! Such an advanced Vaisnava devotee 
of Lord Sri Krishna, son of Vaisnava devotees, dear dedicated 
disciple of ISKCON Founder Acarya, His Divine Grace A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Swami, and a college educated scientist with 
multiple degrees and honors, offered obeisances to this uneducated 
nonsensical envious fool of a rascal mleccha, and a complete 
stranger to him. I was both emotionally and spiritually, humbled 
and rewarded. I heard such a wonderful Srimad-Bhagavatam class 
given by a pukka pukka Vaisnava. 


“Srila Prabhupada instructed him to write books and articles that 
scientifically present Krishna consciousness or Bhagavata culture. 
He was the only disciple of Srila Prabhupada to write a book 
during Srila Prabhupada’s lifetime that Srila Prabhupada himself 
ordered to be printed and distributed en masse. The book is entitled, 
The Scientific Basis of Krishna Consciousness and is based on 
instructions he received from Srila Prabhupada. He offered the 
book to Srila Prabhupada on his Vyasa Puja day, in Los Angeles, 

in 1973. Srila Prabhupada ordered the Bhaktivedanta Book Trust 
(BBT) to publish and print over 100,000 copies of the book.” *** 


A Scimntart Should Know Mis Own Limitations Ase Go Beyond Them 


This hook ts the wock of a scientist Swanipa Dicnodara dis, who 
le « disciple of the founder and spiritual master of the Hare Kiya 
tmarement, His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabbupacs 
Although ithe gifts of modern science are pot to be denied, Stila 
Prabhupada teaches, a scientist must recognize his Own shortcon 
ings, like Newton, who compared himself to « mere boy playing 
dy thé shore of a great undiscovered ooean of truth. The Scheritific 
Baws of Krana Consciousness directs scientific inquiry toward the 
truths that can be known not by the missle or the Microscope, but 
only Sy the instrument of Purified consclowmers~the spiritual 
sckoxe of bhakzi-poge 


The author’s 1974 first printing edition 


Here are a few early 20" century photos of the Vaisnava culture of Manipur, the ancestral 
home of His Holiness Bhaktisvarupa Damodara Swami. 
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“At a pageant in Calcutta, held in honor of the Prince of Wales, one of the most 
picturesque features was a group of graceful dancing women from Manipur, clad in 
conventional skirts of gauze and silk and tinsel, who gave their most famous diversion, 
the ras dance. On their heads were contrivances bearing candles which at a given point in 
the dance were lighted. The effect of the twinkling lights as the women whirled about in 
the mazes of the dance was one of bewildering beauty.” 


1. MANIPURI BOYS DANCING. 2. MANIPURI DANCE: KRISHNA AND THE MILKEMAIDS, 
9, MANIPUR] DANCE : KEBRISHNA KILLING THE CRANE. 


“The Manipuris are Vaisnavites, and worship Krishna under the name of Govindji. There 
are 8,000 Brahmans in the valley and 171,000 Kshatriyas.” 


A STATE OFPICIAL AND BODYGUARD. 


tulayama lavenapi 

na svargam napunar-bhavam 
bhagavat-sangi-sangasya 
martyanam kim utasisah 


Translation: 

The value of a moment’s association with the devotee of the Lord cannot even be 
compared to the attainment of heavenly planets or liberation from matter, and what to 
speak of worldly benedictions in the form of material prosperity, which are for those who 
are meant for death. (Srimad-Bhagavatam Canto 1, Chapter 18, Text 13) 


To be continued... 
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*The Scientific Basis of Krishna Consciousness 
By Svarupa Damodara dasa 

Copyright 1974 Bhaktivedanta Book Trust 
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BACK TO GODHEAD 1978 — 1979, PART 1 
By Bhakta John Jagannatha 


A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada 
Founder Acdine od the International Sockery for Krishna Consciournes 


BTG Volume 13 Number 1-2 published in 1978 


The following is a collection of excerpts from the Back to Godhead Magazine section 
titled Every Town and Village, published during the years 1978 and 1979 when the 
humble author of this current series of articles was a resident of 340 West 55" Street’s Sri 
Sri Radha Govinda Mandira. 


Srila Prabhupada’s original unchanged books by the numbers: 
The numbers speak for themselves: 


Language Books in Print 

1. English... .........-. 49,478,695 

DeSPANISN Sos pv sade aces 4,205,000 

3..German........-..65 2,856,000 

4: Prench 50.2.0 % ses 2,425,000 

5. Japanese............. 2,125,000 

6. Portuguese........... 1,156,000 

oh: DUIS svn e cece . $78,000 

S> Hindte ee ree 696,000 

o-\talisn Ss SS 598 000 

10. Bengali.............. $70,000 

ea KL Swedish \.0 isis e<cecne 300,000 

Sle CUIMERU ccc cviiaten aces 208,000 

PAN teehee LOLURU ens Sante eres 137,000 

j | |) 14. Swahili... 0.20.6... 114,000 

His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta inde oe: 
F Prabhupada = 4 4 * eT eee , 

ps Swami dh 97, Marathi..........0.6- 35,000 
18. Yugoslavian.......... 30, 

66 MILLION BOOKS | 19, Hungarian ........... 20,000 

NOW IN PRINT © BoM, ROCA oi ois shes 20,000 

‘Just-released Bhaktivedanta Book ; [3 ae IE ae he es te alee 

‘Trust figures (for the period October BP ee eset aise Se len 20.000 

1966 to March 1978) show that Srila || ot ak ee ees 10000 

| Prabhupada’s translations of India’s {| 35, ie Lo tbo bi 10.000 

| Vedic literatures now appear in some || 57 Wah Renae cae pea 5000 

| twenty-seven languages and have gone COT Nine 3,000 

_ well over the sixty-six-million Marke 2S | eters rm ee, es 

le ithe | Total — 66,066,695 


Volume 13 Number 4 published i in 1978. 


Bhaktivedanta Book Sales 
Hit 12 Million for 1978 


Los Angeles—The Bhaktivedanta 
Book Trust, the world’s largest publisher 
of books on ancient India’s Vedic culture 
and philosophy, has recently released its 
worldwide sales figures for 1978. Last 
year the BBT sold 3,3 million hardbound 
and 4 million paperback copies of the 
books of His Divine Grace A. C. Bhakti- 
vedanta Swami Prabhupdda, as well as 
4.6 million copies of BACK TO GODHEAD, 
for a total of 12 million pieces, Says His 
Holiness Ramesvara Swami, a BBT 
trustee, “This figure is the highest total 
we've ever recorded. It represents an in- | 
crease of 3.5 million over the 1977 total, 
or a 42% increase in sales.’’ Best-selling 
title: Srila Prabhupaida’s Bhagavad-gitd 
As It Is. Le 

“All those interested in Indology, 
comparative religion, and mysticism will 
welcome the publications of the Bhakti- 
vedanta Book Trust,’ says M.N. Sri- 
nivas, Ph.D., past lecturer in Indian 
sociology at Oxford. “‘No library on In- 
dian culture and religion can afford to be 
without them.” 


Volume 14 Number 2-3 published in 1979 


Bhaktivedanta Books: 85.5 Million in Print 


Los Angeles—Jusi-released Bhakti- 
vedanta Book Trust figures (for the 
period October 1966 to March 1979) 
show that Srila Prabhupada’s transla- 
tions of India’s Vedic literatures now ap- 
pear in some thirty languages and have 
gone well over the eichty-five million 
mark. 

Last year the printing total surpassed 
the previous year’s total by thirty per- 
cent, and BBT books appeared for the 
first time in Danish, Greek, and Kan- 
nada (a South Indian dialect), 

The demand for Srila Prabhupada’s 
books seems to transcend all national 
and ideological boundaries. In the Mid- 
dle East, people are eagerly purchasing a 
new Arabic translation of the Bhagavad- 
gitd As It Is, while Israclis are reading a 
Hebrew edition of Easy Journey to Other 
Planets. A pocket edition of the 
Bhagavad-gita As It Is (first printing: 
250,000 copies) is proving a bestseller in 
South America and Mexico. 

In India (the Vedic literatures’ home- 
land) Srtla Prabhupada’s books are being 
translated into Hindi, Bengali, Gujarati, 
Telugu, Oriya, Marathi, Nepali, Tamil, 
and Kannada. On their travels through- 
out the subcontinent, BBT representa- 
tives often find themselves surrounded 
by crowds eager to make a purchase. 


Language Books in Print 
TiEnglishic.gscncnesese 55,891,037 
2: Spanish=2 = s5siwes 6,408,500 
3: Frenchie ss $206,434 
QL GOrMAN aie tweens 3,536,000 
SMlaliansscnnncoes peenece 3,049,902 
62 Ditches ice Gace secs 2,209,044 
7. Japanese .......-...-. 2,125,000 
8. Portuguese .........-. 1,761,000 
9. Bengali.............2. 1,742,000 
LOZHindieKisciowie aes 1,450,900 
11. Swedish ......2.....5. 470,000 
12-Swahilicsstsses aes 434.000 
135 GUjArOtE ies ones cceere 288,000 
14 STelug: s.vccs eeces ne 257,000 
15°: Danish s-s.252 anes 150,000 
16. Chinese...... Ecce 75,000 
Vie Nepal 3. as as 70,000 
18. Marathi ....0....505.5 65,000 
19 Hebrews es cecwees 57,000 
20; Oriyare caret ions 51,000 
BISGreekeses eh coe 45,000 
22. Hungarian........... 2 30,000 
23. Yugoslavian .......... 30,000 
DEAYEDIGwicentceeaoeennts 27,000 
PSE CZECH sacieen cn enie se 20,000 
ZO=KOLEAN s cu venescr wes ; 20,000 
ZI POUSD ec eee 20,000 
28 Tamils es Sey 20,000 
29e Russian eens wees 5,000 
30. Kannada .:........... 5,000 
Total 85,518,817 


Volume 14 Number 5 published in 1979 


Praise for Srila Prabhupada’s original unchanged books: 
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_Arts Dean Appreciates 
Srila Prabhupada’s Books 


Not long ago, Dr. V. P. Singh, Dean of 
the Faculty of Arts at North India's 
Benares Hindu University, made this 
assessment of Srila Prabhupdda's books: 
“The author has shown vast erudition 
and unparalleled genius in his unique 
presentation of pure philosophy and 
transcendental! science. I especially ap- 
preciate his translation of the Srimad- 
Bhdgavaiam. After carefully going over 
the deep and inspiring thoughts of the 
author, I feel that 1 have discovered an 
unequaled body of literature which has 
both scholastic quality and devotional 
impact. I can think of no more qualified 
person than Srila Prabhupdda to have 
given us such a clear picture of the 
message of the Vedic literature, for he 
himself is a true follower of that very 
message. The evidence of Srila Prabhu- 
pada’s sincerity of purpose is found in 
his great success in spreading Vedic 
culture here and abroad. His writings 
have created such an impact that they 
now appear in thirty languages in over 
one hundred countries. I hope that every 
sincere seeker of truth and higher 
knowledge will find repose in the books 
of His Divine Grace.” 

Volume 13 Number 9 published in 1978 


Director of India’s 
Center for Performing Arts 
Reviews Bhagavatam 


Bombay—Dr. Narayana Menon, exe- 
cutive director of the National Center for 
the Performing Arts, said this about Srila 
Prabhupada’s English translation of 

rimad-Bhagayatam, the narrative of 
Lord Krsna’s pastimes on earth some 
fifty centuries ago: : 

“| have been familiar with Srimad- 
Bhaga vatam since my childhood, hearing 
it regularly, as read by my grandmother 
or chanted by panditas in the temples of 
Kerala. But this is the first time that I 
have gone through it with care, atten- 
tion, and an inquiring mind. My first and 
immediate reaction was one of humility, 
faced with such profound thought and 
intellectual sophistication. The transla- 
tion is clear, with a kind of luminosity 
that only a poet can bring to it. This is a 
book to be read, reread, studied, and 
cherished. His Divine Grace deserves 
our gratitude for making available to us 
an English rendering of this great work. 
He conveys everything that is inherent 
in the original Sanskrit.” 

Volume 13 Number 10 published in 1978 


Sanskrit Scholar 
Reviews Bhagavatam 


Dr, D. Arkasomayaji, one of India’s 
leading Sanskrit scholars, said this about 
His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta 
Swami Prabhupada’s English translation 
of Srimad-Bhdgavatam (the narrative of 
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Lord Krsna’s pastimes): 

“What is most thrilling about this par- 
ticular edition is that His Divine Grace 
(whom I look upon as an avaiara of God- 
head born into this world to cleanse it of 
its profane subhuman outlook) wields a 
pen which seems as though monitored 
by Bhagavan Vydsa, the Bhdgavatam’s 
ancient author. This monumental work 
will surely survive millenniums, just as 
the very Sanskrit Bhdgavatam has sur- 
vived to this day, overcoming all ravages 
of time. What thrills me further is that 
His Divine Grace puts fire into his pen 
and writes as if to pour molten lead over 
the heads of the nations of the world, 
which are doomed to disaster if they do 
not heed the message contained in these 
volumes. Schools, colleges, and univer- 
sities of the world should not fail to 
acquire these volumes, since they are 
capable of foodlighting the dark caves of 
the hearts of present-day students. Stu- 
dents are coming for bread and are being 
treated with stones in the ecuational in- 
Stitutes nowadays. Be they of science or 
humanities, there are no books com- 
parable with this edition of Srimad- 
Bhagavaiam.” 


Volume 13 Number 12 published in 1978 


New Demand for 
Srila Prabhupada’s Books 


Thousands of Americans are purchas- 
ing complete sets of Srila Prabhupada’s 
books, reports the Bhaktivedanta Book 
Trust’s home sales office in Dallas. 

For many years the academic world 
had supplied most of the customers for 
Srimad-Bhagavatam (a five-thousand- 
year-old Sanskrit classic about the 
pastimes of Lord Krsna) and Sri 
Caitanya-caritdmrta (a five-hundred- 
year-old biography of Lord Caitanya, the 
greatest teacher of Krsna conscious- 
ness). More than twenty-five hundred 
college professors and university and 
public libraries have ordered full sets 
thus far. 

But now, with the new interest in rein- 
carnation, karma, and self-realization, 
the books are appealing to an ever- 
widening audience. Here's a sampling of 
the response from people who have or- 
dered recently: 


“I enjoy the books very much. I am 
pleased, honored, and blessed that | 
have the opportunity to share the sacred 
teachings of a great spiritual master. 
Again, thank you. —Helene Svoboda 


Chicago, Illinois 


“Lam enjoying the books very much. | 
just wish | had more time to read them. 
I'l just have to make more time, be- 
cause these books are very informative 
and very enlightening. I thank you for 
leading me to such wonderful reading.”’ 

—J. Bromberg 
St. Louis, Missouri 


In 1977 Srila Prabhupada said, “I want 
that every respectable person have a full 
set of Srimad-Bhdgavatam and Sri 
Caitanya-caritamrta in his home.” 

For full details readers may write the 
Bhaktivedanta Book Distribution office 
at 5430 Gurley Avenue, Dallas, Texas 
75223. 


Volume 13 Number 12 published in 1978 


Noted Archaeologist 
Applauds Translation 
Of Sanskrit Classic 


Recently Dr. H.D. Sankalia, one of 
India’s leading archacologists, had this 
to say about His Divine Grace A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada’s 
English translation of Srimad- 
Bhagavatam: 

‘People all over the world, par- 
ticularly in the West, show increasing 
dissatisfaction with their lives. In spite of 
increasing and unimaginable material 
comforts, they do not feel happy. They 
have begun to understand that true hap- 
piness comes only from within. How to 
achieve this inner happiness is best 
taught by the Srimad-Bhagavaiam. 

“‘Hence it has been described, for the 
last five thousand years at least, as the 
ripened fruit of Vedantic philosophy. All 
the early teachings found in the Vedas, 
the Upanisads, and the Brahma-siiras of 
Vyadsadeva are as dry as dust, whereas 
the teachings of the Bhagavaiam are as 
sweet as nectar. That is why it has be- 
come popular all over India. 


“‘] am indeed glad, in fact overjoyed. 
to see that this ripe fruit of the wish- 
fulfilling tree of Vedic knowledge—this 
essence of all philosophy, which hitherto 
was available only in Indian languages 


and Sanskrit—is now rendered into 
English by His Divine Grace A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupdda. This 
is not merely a simple translation. The 
Original text is printed in beautiful 
Sanskrit letters and is accompanied by 
Roman transliteration, synonyms, trans- 
lation, and elaborate explanation by Srila 
Prabhupada, Thus for the first time this 
sweet fruit can be tasted by people all 
over the world. For this great service to 
humanity we should ever remain 
grateful to Srila Prabhupdda, the 
founder-dedrya of the Krsna conscious- 
ness movement and Lord Krsna’s pure 
devotee. His encyclopedic and useful 
Srimad-Bhagavatam should find a place 
in every home and library.”’ 


Volume 14 Number 6 published in 1979 


Just a quick recap of the above: 


Worldwide sales figures for 1978...3.3 million hardbound...4 million paperback...4.6 
million copies of Back to Godhead...total of 12 million pieces...highest total...ever 
recorded...increase of 3.5 million over the 1977 total...42% increase in sales...best- 
selling title: Srila Prabhupada’s Bhagavad-gita As It Is... 


Demand for Srila Prabhupada’s books...transcend all national and ideological 
boundaries... 


Vast erudition and unparalleled genius...unique presentation of pure philosophy and 
transcendental science...an unequaled body of literature...scholastic quality and 
devotional impact...no more qualified person than Srila Prabhupada...sincerity of 
purpose...great success in spreading Vedic culture...every sincere seeker of truth and 
higher knowledge will find repose in the books of His Divine Grace... 


Profound thought and intellectual sophistication...the translation is clear. ..luminosity 
that only a poet can bring... 


Thrilling...His Divine Grace...an avatar of Godhead...wields a pen...monitored by 
Bhagavan Vyasa...the world should not fail to acquire these volumes...no books 
comparable with this edition of Srimad-Bhagavatam... 


For this great service to humanity we should ever remain grateful to Srila 
Prabhupada...Lord Krsna’s pure devotee... 


It should be obvious to even the most fallen ignoramus, like me, that there was no need to 
change the words of His Divine Grace A. C. Bhaktivedanta Swami. 


Let me repeat and expand that for the hard of reading — 

THERE WAS AND IS AND WILL BE — 

NO NEED TO CHANGE, NO NEED TO CHANGE, NO NEED TO CHANGE — 

the transcendental words of His Divine Grace Srila A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami 
Prabhupada, Founder-Acarya of the International Society for Krishna Consciousness!!! 


340 WEST 55'" STREET, A SECOND GLIMPSE 


BACK TO GODHEAD 1978 — 1979, PART 2 
By Bhakta John Jagannatha 


His Divine Grace 
A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada 


Founder Acarya of the Internationa} Society for Krishna Consciousness 


BTG Volume 13 Number 3 published in 1978 


The following is a collection of excerpts from the Back to Godhead Magazine section 
titled Every Town and Village, published during the years 1978 and 1979 when the 
humble author of this current series of articles was a resident of 340 West 55" Street’s Sri 
Sri Radha Govinda Mandira. 


The unauthorized changes and mission drift after Srila Prabhupada’s 
disappearance begin to be promoted in the pages of Back to Godhead: 


Here we have mundane welfare work being promoted which Srila Prabhupada never 


wanted. 


BHAKTIVEDANT 


INSTITUTE 


Health Minister Premila Tople (center) of Maharashtra state encouraged her fellow citizens to 
make use of the new clinic, For starters, she offered to treat any patients on hand. 


Health Minister Inaugurates ISKCON Free Clinic 


Bombay, India—Not long ago Dr. 
‘Premila Tople, Minister for Health and 
Family Welfare in Maharashtra state, 
presided at the inaugural ceremonies for 
ISKCON’s new free clinic and dispen- 
sary, the Bhaktivedant Institute. 


Primarily, the facility will serve the 
health needs of the area’s low-income 
people. It’s staff includes two eminent 
Bombay physicians, Dr. Kumari R. 
Manusukhani and Dr. Sureshchandra 
Chaturvedi. 


Volume 13 Number 12 published in 1978 


Next we have 2 out of 3 ISKCON representatives wearing karmi clothes. Where are your 


dhotis and kurtas, the Vaisnava dress that Srila Prabhupada gave to you? Where are the 
shaved heads and sikhas? 
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Next is THE BIG LIE of eleven disciples who were NEVER APPOINTED as initiating 
guru successors by Srila Prabhupada. 


Srila Prabhupada’s 
Successors Accept Disciples 


Recently the International Society for — 
Krishna Consciousness entered a new 
phase in its history, as eleven successor 
gurus appointed by ISKCON’s founding 
spiritual master began initiating new dis- 
ciples around the world. 

His Divine Grace A. C. Bhaktivedanta 
Swami Prabhupada selected the eleven 
successor gurus in June 1977, five 
months before he passed away. Accord- 
ing to the Vedic system, a spiritual stu- 
dent has to take initiation from a she 
still physically present on earth. So Srila 
Prabhupada, who represents an un- 
broken chain of spiritual masters coming 
down through time from Lord 
Krsna Himself, chose some of his most 
advanced disciples to carry on the chain — 
and initiate new devotees. These eleven | 

's may also request other disciples of 
tila Prabhupada to share this respon- 
sidility of initiating new devotees, so that 
the Krsna consciousness movement will 
continue its growth. But the future 
generations of gurus and disciples will al- 
ways honor Srila Prabhupada as the 
Founder-Acdrya of ISKCON. 


Volume 13 Number 6 published in 1978 


na hy asatyat paro ‘dharma 
iti hovaca bhur tyam 
sarvam sodhum alam manye 
rte ‘lika-param naram 


Translation: 

There is nothing more sinful than untruthfulness. Because of this, 
mother earth once said: “I can bear any heavy thing except a 
person who is a liar.” 

Purport: 

On the surface of the earth there are many great mountains and 
oceans that are very heavy, and mother earth has no difficulty 
carrying them. But she feels very much overburdened when she 
carries even one person who is a liar. It is said that in Kali-yuga 
lying is a common affair: mayaiva vyavaharike (Bhag. 12.2.3). 
Even in the most common dealings, people are accustomed to 
speaking so many lies. No one 1s free from the sinful reactions of 
speaking lies. Under the circumstances, one can just imagine how 
this has overburdened the earth, and indeed the entire universe. 
(Srimad-Bhagavatam, 8.20.4) 


And finally here are some of the foolish disciples of Srila Prabhupada responsible for 
promoting the mundane and publishing outright falsehoods in the pages of Srila 
Prabhupada’s Back to Godhead Magazine and causing untold harm to the innocent 
devotees of ISKCON. Please note the third and fourth names below Sri Srimad 
Bhaktisiddhanta Sarasvati Prabhupada and A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada in the 
list. It is no coincidence that these two are the main culprits in the attempted ruination of 
the transcendental books of His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami. They have 
been working long and hard at their ignorant offensive nonsense. 


VOL. 13. NO. 6 THE MA 


FOUNDER 


(under the direction of His Divine Grace 
Sr Srimad Bhaktisiddhania Sarasvati Prabhupada) 


His Divine Grace 
A. C, Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada 


EDITOR IN CHIEF SaisvarOpa dasa Gosvam) 
PUBLISHING AND DISTRIBUTION 
COORDINATOR RameSvara diss Swami 
SENIOR EDITOR Jayddvaiia Svamt 


ASSOCIATE EDITORS Dravida dase. Drutakarm 
dasa, Jagaiivand dasa, Mandalesvara dasa 
~ eee “Volume 13 Number 6 published in 1978 


May ISKCON Founder-Acarya, His Divine Grace Srila A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami 
Prabhupada, and his faithful followers, have mercy on you. 


340 WEST 55'" STREET, A SECOND GLIMPSE 
BACK TO GODHEAD 1978 — 1979, FINAL PART 
By Bhakta John Jagannatha 


aaa 


Back To Godhead Magazine Vol.14 No.6 1979 


In a court of law, when a person gives testimony, that person swears on a Bible, Koran or 
Gita to tell “the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help me God”. 
Similarly, I swear on His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami’s original Bhagavad- 
gita As It Is that what I have written here previously and am writing here today and will 
write here in the future, if allowed, is the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, 
so help me Srila Prabhupada and Sri Krishna, as much as can be expected due to the four 
defects of the conditioned soul — bhrama — commits mistakes; pramada — to be illusioned; 
karanapatava — imperfect senses; and vipralipsa — tendency to cheat others. 


I am a conditioned soul prone to the aforementioned defects. 
I make this declaration because in the recent past an aspiring Vaisnava confused an 


article I wrote on the Sri Sri Radha Govinda temple of Brooklyn with an article on the Sri 
Sri Radha Govinda temple of Manhattan. 


I wrote in an article on the Brooklyn temple, during the Sunday Feast Sandhya-arati, the 
assembled devotees chanted the Gaura-arati prayers. I was criticized for writing that 
about the Manhattan temple. 


This critique came from a very well-known disciple of Srila Prabhupada who was a long 
time resident of the Manhattan temple and someone I respect. I learned so many Krishna 
conscious lessons from this prabhu. I had not seen him in years and there I was with my 
family and friends by my side attending the annual New York Ratha Yatra and the only 
words he had for me were basically I was writing untruths. 


Ouch. That hurt. That is the truth. Someone I respect and hold in high esteem 
embarrassed me in front of friends and family and he was completely wrong and 
mistaken. 


I humbly defended my self and pointed out the prabhu’s error of confusing one article 
with another and also offered to produce, if necessary, audio and video proof of the 
validity of my words. The prabhu listened and appeared to accept my explanation and we 
parted company. 


My respect for the prabhu was momentarily shaken due to my false identification with 
my material body and senses. But then I realized the prabhu, although he may be very 
advanced in Krishna consciousness, is still a conditioned soul. My respect for this nice 
devotee was quickly restored. Conditioned souls make mistakes. 


I also make the above swear / promise of the truth because I was no one worth noticing 
among the assembled Vaisnavas of 340 West 55" Street. 90% of the residents were direct 
disciples of Srila Prabhupada who wore the sacred thread. They were Vaisnava 
brahmanas. I was neither Prabhupada disciple nor brahmana. I was allowed to learn the 
transcendental science of bhakti yoga in their association by hearing, chanting, observing, 
and practicing. 


That was both a curse and a blessing for me. I was cursed because I missed the vapuh of 
His Divine Grace and could not receive diksa from the Founder-Acarya of ISKCON and 
blessed because, from the beginning of my attempt at spiritual life, I had to depend 
primarily on Srila Prabhupada’s vani — his original books and his transcendental sound 
vibrations. His transcendental books brought me to 340 West 55" Street. 


In Caitanya-caritamrta, Srila Prabhupada writes of his spiritual master, “I still consider 
His Divine Grace to be always present with me by his vani, his words. There are two 
ways of association — by vani and by vapuh. Vani means words, and vapuh means 
physical presence. Physical presence is sometimes appreciable and sometimes not, but 
vani continues to exist eternally. Therefore we must take advantage of the vani, not the 
physical presence. Bhagavad-gita, for example, is the vani of Lord Krsna. Although 
Krsna was personally present five thousand years ago and is no longer physically present 
from the materialistic point of view, Bhagavad-gita continues.” 


This is another reason not to change Srila Prabhupada’s books. You change the words, 
you spoil the vani. I believe this is the real purpose behind the unauthorized changes — to 
spoil the gift that Srila Prabhupada gave to the world. Srila Prabhupada gave the world 
the way back to home, back to Godhead. The way back to Godhead is through the bona 
fide Vaisnava guru. Put your faith in the bona fide Vaisnava guru and not in a corrupt 
conglomeration of crooked cronies. 


It was also a blessing to be a nobody. I was able to observe, unnoticed, the disciples of 
Srila Prabhupada in their day to day service to His Divine Grace. Some things I witnessed 
were awe-inspiring and some not so much. 


Now, if anyone is still reading... 
Be Careful What You Ask For, You Just Might Get It. 


In the first months of 1979 the Back to Godhead Magazine moved into the fourth floor of 
340 West 55" Street. There was the requisite construction marathon prior to the arrival. I 
did not participate. I was already fully engaged in chanting 16 rounds of japa daily, 
attending the morning and evening programs, serving the sankirtana devotees in the book 
room, going out on daily harinama-sankirtana, washing pots and pans, and stealing 
shrikhand from the bhakta program. 


There was a maintenance department under the auspices of the temple vice-president, 
Vakresvara Pandita dasa (ACBSP), which oversaw the project. I recall one time I was in 
the offices of the magazine to deliver a message. That was the only time I was involved 
in any way, shape or form with the BTG, other than reading every issue. 


Along with the BTG came the “great king” or if you prefer “maharaja”, Jayadvaita. 


It was the custom or tradition at the time to request any visiting swami or senior devotee 
to give class and or to lead kirtana. Apparently, at first, “his holiness” refused. Weeks of 
humble requests from the residents of Sri Sri Radha Govinda Mandira were unsuccessful. 


There was a list of lecture and kirtana assignments posted regularly on the bulletin board 
outside of the temple room. Finally, after many more weeks of prostrated begging, there 
was Jayadvaita’s name on the list to lead a Mangala-arati. 


Oh happy day! 


There were many nice devotees in New York who led the assembled Vaisnavas in many 
enlivening kirtanas. I can not count how many times the kirtanas were so ecstatic and the 
devotees so immersed in the transcendental sound vibration of the Holy Names — HARE 
KRISHNA HARE KRISHNA KRISHNA KRISHNA HARE HARE / HARE RAMA HARE 
RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE — when the kirtana came to a close there was an 
audible groan of disappointment from the devotees. The bliss of experiencing a taste of 


association with the Supreme Personality of Godhead, through the congregational 
chanting of His Holy Names, had, at least temporarily, come to an end. 


The blessed morning finally arrived. I was in the temple room extra early prior to 
Mangala-arati. I wanted to secure a pair of whompers and I did. I was usually one of the 
first in the temple room for Mangala-arati. My consistent early presence led to my 
temporary service of taking attendance every morning. There were some residents, for 
whatever reason, who were arriving after the Deity doors opened. Their Lordships missed 
gazing upon those tardy effulgent faces first thing in the morning. 


There I was, in my usual place, a few body spaces directly behind the microphone, out of 
respect for the senior devotees. Jayadvaita swami, small karatalas in hand, took his place 
at the mike, surrounded by his god-brothers with karatalas and mrdangas. The sweet 
tinkling of bells sounded from behind the closed doors of the altars, they opened, Their 
Lordships appeared and all the devotees offered obeisances. Triple conch shells blew 
thrice and the moment we all asked for had finally arrived. 


Jayadvaita began to play the karatalas. One, two, three, one, two...one...one...one, two, 
three, one...one, two...one, two...long pause...one...one and a half...one, two...pause... 


Wait a minute! What was going on? My whompers were stilled and I wanted SO MUCH 
TO WHOMP OUT! 


The maharaja didn’t keep a steady beat. He kept going but it was difficult for those he led 
to follow his disjointed cadence. Starting and stopping, speeding up and slowing down, 
pausing...Oh my Krishna! 


He led the chanting of the Mangala-arati prayers — Sri Sri Gurv-astaka, Srila Prabhupada 
Pranati, Panca-tattva Maha mantra and the Hare Krishna Maha mantra. 


To compare the swami’s chanting to the croaking of a frog would be an insult to all the 
unfortunate spirit souls transmigrating through the amphibian species of material bodies. 
Oh my Krishna! 


The swami continued on and to their credit the assembled Vaisnavas followed as well as 
possible. There were no groans of disappointment as the kirtana concluded. It was more 
like an audible sigh of relief. Whew. 


Chanting the Holy Names of Lord Hari is the yuga-dharma or recommended religious 
process for this fallen age of Kali-yuga. It’s called sankirtana-yagna. Yagna means 
sacrifice. Jayadvaita bestowed upon the resident sadhakas probably the greatest 
transcendental sacrifice of the year. That’s one way of seeing it. 


Here’s another. As I mentioned earlier, the majority of the residents in attendance were 
brahmanas. It is said that austerity is the wealth of the brahmana. If that is true, 


Jayadvaita blessed the brahmanas with riches surpassed only by those Lord Krishna 
bestowed upon the brahmana Sudama Vipra. 


The only way it could have been more austere is if yours truly were somehow allowed to 
lead kirtana. That never happened. Double whew. 


Jiv Jago, Sleepyheads. 


One morning after Mangala-arati, I was chanting japa while sitting in the same spot as the 
devotee in the photo below. 


First floor hallway inside 340 West 55" Street 


Diagonally across, on the right, was Govinda’s Boutique. Next to the entrance of the 
store was a big comfy chair. Seated in the chair that particular morning was Jayadvaita 
swami also chanting japa. There were a few devotees milling about, softly chanting their 
rounds. 


As I sat and attempted personal sravanam kirtanam, I noticed that Jayadvaita appeared to 
be dozing off. Everyone knows the symptoms — the eyelids droop, the hand in the bead 
bag stops moving and the chin slowly lowers toward the chest. 


I was not alone in this observation. One of the swami’s god-brothers went over to him 
and gently touched Jayadvaita on the shoulder to wake him. Jayadvaita opened his eyes, 
raised his head and said to his god-brother, “I’m not sleeping.” 


His god-brother walked away chanting his japa. 
The swami began chanting japa. I continued my japa. The devotees chanted their japa. 


More chanting of the Holy Names and a short time passed by. The swami became silent, 
his eyes closed, and his head went down. Another of his god-brothers who saw this, 
approached him, and softly touched Jayadvaita’s shoulder. Jayadvaita opened his eyes, 
raised his head and said to his god-brother, “I’m not sleeping.” 


This god-brother stepped away and resumed his japa. 
The swami began chanting japa. I continued my japa. The devotees chanted their japa. 


After a few more minutes “his holiness” showed all the signs of being under the influence 
of tamo-guna once again. Another of Jayadvaita’s god-brothers approached and touched 
the maharaja on the shoulder. Jayadvaita opened his eyes, raised his head, and testily 
snapped at the third god-brother who had the temerity to disturb him, “I’m not sleeping!” 


The swami got up from the comfy chair in a huff, headed for the stairs directly across 
from him, and left the first floor to perform his “meditation” elsewhere. 


To be fair, Jayadvaita was fully engaged as the senior editor of the Back to Godhead 
Magazine. He also was fully engaged in finding faults that didn’t exist in the 
transcendental words of his spiritual master. 


You could say he was giving Srila Prabhupada’s ISKCON two faces for the price of one. 
You Can Become God. 


On April 22, 1979 I received harinama initiation, apparently devoid of any spiritual value, 
no real bhakti-lata-bija, from one of the eleven pretender maha-bhagavatas. I was given 
the name Jagannatha dasa. My elder brother Lawrence was the only family member in 
attendance, and my neighborhood friend Thomas also attended. My brother took some 
photos of the event. 


After the fire sacrifice I was congratulated by some of the devotees with whom I 
associated on a daily basis. I received gifts from some, which I still have and will always 


treasure, along with other items, or remnants if you prefer, which I have saved from 340 
West 55" and also treasure and I will show and tell, Krishna willing, in another article. 


In the company of a small group of devotees, one Srila Prabhupada disciple, speaking 
facetiously to me and as it turned out, somewhat presciently, said, “Perhaps the sastra is 
wrong. You can become God. When you take sannyasa you will be Jagannatha Swami!” 
We all laughed. 


Some weeks later I went out on harinama sankirtana with a small group of temple 
devotees. There were only about a dozen of us chanting and dancing on the Upper West 
Side of Manhattan. On this sunny afternoon we were accompanied by Jayadvaita swami. 


As usual we would march for a few blocks, chanting the Holy Names along the way, and 
then stop on a corner and line up side by side to chant and dance and distribute prasadam 
popcorn or sweets with invitation/mantra cards before moving on. At one point we 
stopped at one of the corners that were acoustically favorable to enhancing the spiritual 
sound vibrations. I was at one end of the line playing karatalas. 


Jayadvaita was preaching to a passerby while the harinama party, guess what, chanted the 
Holy Names — HARE KRISHNA HARE KRISHNA KRISHNA KRISHNA HARE HARE / 
HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE. For some reason the swami 
approached me and requested that I hold his danda for a moment while he preached. 


I put my karatalas in my vest pocket and took his danda in my right hand. There I was 
swaying back and forth with the devotees chanting and dancing with a danda. 


Jayadvaita looked over at me a few times to be sure his danda was in good hands. I never 
let it touch the ground and returned it to him immediately upon request. 


For a few illusory moments I was Jagannatha Swami! 


JAGANNATHA SVAMI NAYANA-PATHA-GAMI BHAVATU ME! 


340 WEST 55'" STREET 
A SECOND GLIMPSE 
APRIL 22, 1979, PART 1 
By Bhakta John Jagannatha 


This chapter and the next in the humble series of glimpses into devotional life at 340 
West 55" Street consists of pictures of one of the many initiation ceremonies held in the 
temple room of Their Lordships Sri Sri Radha Govinda. The purpose here is solely and 
wholly to show what took place and the devotees who participated and not to argue bona 
fides or inject criticisms. It’s all about providing photographic proofs of the devotional 
activities of Sri Sri Radha Govinda Mandira Manhattan, such as the daily congregational 
chanting of the holy names: HARE KRSNA HARE KRSNA KRSNA KRSNA HARE 
HARE / HARE RAMA HARE RAMA RAMA RAMA HARE HARE two score years 
ago. 


ok so aaa 


—— ° 


Temple Room facing southeast 


Brahmanas in the photo above from left to right: Kesiha dasa brahmacari (ACBSP), a full 
time book distributor and a most humble devotee whom the author had the great fortune 
to live right across the hall from on the 5" floor brahmacari ashrama, Lokamangala dasa 
brahmacari (ACBSP), the well known devotee actor and elder brother of Akrura das 
brahmacari, Prana dasa brahmacari (ACBSP), Yaduganguli dasa brahmacari (ACBSP), 
another full time book distributor and Krsnot Kirtana dasa brahmacari (ACBSP), a 
surrendered pujari servant of Their Lordships Jagannatha, Baladeva and Lady Subhadra. 
In between Prana prabhu and Yaduganguli prabhu is the elder brother of the author of 
this article, Bhakta Lawrence. Lawrence, better known as Larry, took all of the photos in 
this chapter except for the first and last. 


Temple Room facing northeast 


The photo above has been posted previously online. Here we are facing the matajis in the 
northeast corner of the temple room. The only mataji whose name I recall is the very tall 
one in the center background in the dark sari. I believe she is mother Ragatmika devi dasi 
(ACBSP) who at the time was the leader of the ladies sankirtan party. 


Since these photos were taken by my brother Larry it stands to reason that I would be at 
the center of them. I am the infinitesimally small eternal spirit soul inside the 
bespectacled, mostly Sicilian, white body looking up at Prana dasa. 


Bhagavad-gita, As It Is, 1972 MacMillan Company Edition 
Chapter 2, Text 13, Purport excerpt: 


...every living entity is an individual soul, each is changing his body every moment, 
manifesting sometimes as a child, sometimes as a youth, and sometimes as an old man. 
Yet the same spirit soul is there and does not undergo any change. This individual soul 
finally changes the body at death and transmigrates to another body...either material or 
spiritual... 


Bhagavad-gita, As It Is, 1972 MacMillan Company Edition 
Chapter 2, Text 17, Purport excerpts: 


...When the upper point of a hair is divided into one hundred parts and again each of 
such parts is further divided into one hundred parts, each such part is the measurement of 
the dimension of the spirit soul... 


... There are innumerable particles of spiritual atoms, which are measured as one ten- 
thousandth of the upper portion of the hair... 


... The soul is atomic in size and can be perceived by perfect intelligence. This atomic 
soul is floating in the five kinds of air [prana, apana, vyana, samana and udana], is 
situated within the heart, and spreads its influence all over the body of the embodied 
living entities. When the soul is purified from the contamination of the five kinds of 
material air, its spiritual influence is exhibited... 


...According to the Mundaka Upanisad, this atomic soul is situated in the heart of every 
living entity, and because the measurement of the atomic soul is beyond the power of 
appreciation of the material scientists, some of them assert foolishly that there is no soul. 
The individual atomic soul is definitely there in the heart along with the Supersoul, and 
thus all the energies of bodily movement are emanating from this part of the body. The 
corpuscles which carry the oxygen from the lungs gather energy from the soul. When the 
soul passes away from this position, activity of the blood, generating fusion, ceases... 


Bhagavad-gita, As It Is, 1972 MacMillan Company Edition 
Chapter 2, Text 20: 


na jayate mriyate va kadacin 
nayam bhutva bhavita va na bhuyah 
ajo nityah sasvato’yam purano 

na hanyate hanyamane sarire 


Translation: 

For the soul there is never birth nor death. Nor, having once been, does he ever cease to 
be. He is unborn, eternal, ever-existing, undying and primeval. He is not slain when the 
body is slain. 


Here is Satsvarupa dasa Goswami seated on the small vyasasana next to the garlanded 
painting and vyasasana of ISKCON Founder-Acarya His Divine Grace A.C. 
Bhaktivedanta Swami. Below SDG and seated on the floor is the brahmana Kavidatta 
dasa brahmacari (ACBSP), another full time book distributor, who chanted Sanskrit 
slokas from sastra during the fire sacrifice. 


Here, seated in the front row second from left in the photo is Veda Vyasa Priya dasa, now 
swami, awaiting his brahminical or second initiation. 


One of the two Vaisnavas in the front row on the left is Siva Radhya dasa, also awaiting 
second initiation. It is hard to distinguish which one. 


“What are the four rules?” 
“No illicit sex, no intoxication, no meat eating and no gambling.” 


“So everyday you chant at least sixteen rounds. Your name is now Jagannatha dasa.” 
A joyously loud “JAY A” and applause burst from the assembled Vaisnavas. 


“Jagannatha means the Lord of the universe. So you are the servant of the Lord of the 
universe.” 


Photograph by Jai Sri devi dasi (SDG) 


In the Nectar of Instruction by His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami, the Sanskrit 
of the first line of the fourth verse, dadati pratigrhnati, is translated as giving gifts in 
charity and accepting charitable gifts. These activities are two of the six symptoms of 
love shared by one devotee and another. 


Sometime after the agni hotra ceremony in the temple room was concluded I was on my 
way to my room on the fifth floor brahmacari ashram. At the precise moment I passed by 
the closed door to his room, His Grace Rupa Sanatana dasa brahmacari (SDG), a 
brahmana, opened the door. He was dressed in a clean dhoti and brahmin’s thread. 


Rupa Sanatana prabhu was a very strong muscular devotee. He served in the Sankirtan 
support department of Sri Sri Radha Govinda Mandira. I was blessed with more of his 
association when we were both residents of the Lake Huntington temple. 


He asked me to stop and handed me the small book he held in his hand. He gave me The 
Matchless Gift by Srila Prabhupada. He told me it was the first Srila Prabhupada book he 
received years ago from a disciple of His Divine Grace on book distribution. I accepted 
his charitable gift with many thanks. 


Below is that self-same book in the same condition in which it was received. I could use a 
photo of a first class copy but that would not be the gift given by Rupa Sanatana prabhu. 
It would not be authentic. Despite the damaged cover pages the inner pages are in perfect 
condition. 
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To be continued... 


340 WEST 55'" STREET 
A SECOND GLIMPSE 
APRIL 22, 1979, PART 2 
By Bhakta John Jagannatha 


All of the photos of this second chapter of the initiation ceremony which took place on 
April 22, 1979 in the temple room of Sri Sri Radha Govinda Mandira Manhattan were 
supplied to the author by His Grace Akrura dasa brahmacari many years prior to his 
passing from our vision. 


In the center of the above photo next to the microphone is Adi Kesava dasa [then swami], 
who conducted the fire sacrifice. On the far right on the edge of the photo and seated is 
the brahmana Srila dasa brahmacari (ACBSP), full time book distributor, who chanted 
Sanskrit slokas from sastra during the agni hotra. Standing in the background in front of 
the right side of the window is the brahmana Deva Rata dasa brahmacari (ACBSP) a full 
time book distributor and on the left side of the window is the brahmana Siddhajana das 
brahmacari (ACBSP). 


In the above photo standing next to Satsvarupa dasa Goswami holding a camera is Jai Sri 
devi dasi (SDG). Standing in front of the blackboard in the background on the right is 
Bhakta Mitch the following month given the name Muchakunda dasa brahmacari (SDG). 


Bhakta John and Bhakta Al. 


Seated behind Adi Kesava with dandas are Bhakti Tirtha Swami and Brahmananda 
Swami. 


“Swaha...swaha...swaha...” 


“Swaha...swaha...swaha...” 


Above is the only clear photo of some of the matajis who received spiritual names that 
day. Unfortunately we do not have a clear view of their effulgent faces. The very tall 
Vaisnava is Bhakta Tony who received the name Abhimanyu dasa brahmacari. 


Newly named Jiva Tattva dasa brahmacari, Akrura dasa brahmacari and Daruka dasa 
brahmacari. 


Photo by Jai Sri devi dasi (SDG) 
“Your name is now Akrura dasa.” “JAYA!” 


I offer my apologies to all of the matajis who also received spiritual names on April 22, 
1979. Due to circumstances beyond my control, not being the photographer, I do not and 
did not at any time possess any photos containing clear views of your auspicious 
attendance in the proceedings. As you can see, even the one below, the only one with a 
face front view, is partially obstructed. 

Bhakta John Jagannatha. 


